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Shortly will be publiſhed, - 
he Muſic of this Opera. 
5 | ; 26 f : : k 


PR E F A N E. 


V principal Indycement to write this 
Comic OPERA, was the ſcanty 
Produce of original Dramatic Pieces; 
the Cauſe of which may be atrributed rather to 
2 Barrenneſs of Encouragement, than a Want of 
Fertility among ſo many learned and- ingenious 
Natives of this Kingdom, whoſe Names and 
Talents would have ſtamped a Dignity on the 
Undertaking. 

If, preſuming on their Silence, I have raſhly 
taken up the Pen they laid down, it is too late 
to retreat; and I muſt now rely on the peculiar 
Indulgence of the Public, and their tendereſt 
Criticitm, on at leaſt a laudable Attempt, which 
(though the fifth Dramatic Piece I have written) 
is the firſt I ever preſumed to offer as. a Can- 
didate for public Approbation. Should I have 
failed in the Execution, let no unjuſt Imputation 
fall on the Syſtem, which (if properly ticated) 
is, by a mutual Diſplay of the Siſter 55 more 
various and entertaining than mere 8 Spec ch „un 
vox 5 | 1 | reliævs 4 
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vi TW FACFACE, 
relieved and unaſſiſted by the Power of Har- 
mony ; for, in this Species of Drama, the 
Dillettanti in Muſic are drawn to coincide with 
the Lovers of Plays, having every Charm of an 
Opera, except the Recitative, which (though it 
raiſes the Dignity of the Tragic Mule) is not fo 
proper in common Converſation. 
By Recitative in Serious Operas, I would not 
be underſtood to mean that Species made uſe of 
by unſkilful Compolers, who underſtand neither 
Emphaſis, Accent, nor even the common Laws 
of Proſody; but that which is the Reſult of 
profound Knowledge in Oratory, as well as 
Matic, wherein the emphatical Parts of Speech 
are expreſſed by adequate Sounds, Jong and 
fhort Syllables duly diſtinguiſhed, and the juſt 
Elevation and Depreſſion of Voice in rightly 
Speaking, aſcertained by fixed Sounds, accom- 
anied with harmonious Chords; which (if ] 
underſtand thoſe Authors, who, from their la- 
borious Reſearches, have diſcovered, in part, 
the Principles of ancient Muſic, as Meibomius, 
Jaac Veſcius, &c. and Dr. Pepuſch, who knew 
the whole Syſtem) is of the fame kind as that 
which was exhibited in Athers and Rome, when 
Arts and Sciences, through national Encourage- 
ment, were in the Meridian of their Splendor, 
and which cannot fail now to inſinuate itſelf 
into the Ears and Hearts of an Audience, as a 
great Improvement on that over- bearing Harſh- 
neſs, too often the Effect of Exertion in Tragedy. 
I am fo far from a Tincture of Vanity on ac- 
count of this Drama, that I have, with all poſfible 
Caution, endeavoured to conceal my Name, leſt 
* 


N N vil 
any malevolent Critic ſhould overlook the few : 
Merits of it, and pointing out ſome venal Errors 
(which may be done in much greater Authors) 
wittily, though ill-naturedly, caſt the Reflection 
of——Ne ſutor ultra crepidam, on my humble 
attempt. 

As to the Poets, they ſurely cannot be offended 
at a Plan of Drama, which has been ſo accept- 
able to the Town, as to draw greater Audiences, 
and for more Nights, than any other Species 
whatever; and which, beſides, opens to the 
Writer a larger Circuit for his Fancy to range in; 
giving him, at once, the double Advantage of 
diſplaying his Lyric Talent with the Dramatic. 

Laſtly, The Public, to whoſe rational Amuſe- 
ment I have dedicated a Life of Study and La- 
bour, may probably treat with ſome Tenderneſs 
the firſt Exhibition of one, raiſed by their obliging 
Favour and Protection to the Pinacle of his Am- 
bition; I mean, the Honour of being, 


Their moſt obedient, 


and dutiful Servant, 


The AUTHOR. 
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Dtramatis Perſonæ. 


1 2M ENG 
Lord Planwell, Mr. Mattocks, 
Sir Britiſh Blunt, 3 Mr. Beard. 
Sir Liquoriſh Trapgold, Mr. SHuter. 
La Fineſſe, Mr. Squibb. 
Roger vs Mr. Dyer. 
Slouch, 312 Mr. Dunſtall. 
Sneider ſervant to La Fineſſe, Mr. Buck. 


A ſervant to Lord Planwell, 
A ſervant to Flirtilla, 


WOMEN. 


Flirtilla, M.iſs Brent. 
_—— Miſs Hallam. 
Pinup Miſs Miller, 
Maukin, Oy Miſs Wainwright. 
T 200 Chair mens | | 


ECE NE 4 knadocr 


A T SENSE 
4 Ha in FPlirtillas Houſe. 


Enter Slouch, Pinup, and Roger. 


Mrs. Pinup, I have ſtrange news to tell 
you Waunds, it will 

Pin. Come, none of your jabber-----what is it? 

Slcu, A mortal fierce fellow, in a flaming livery, 
and ſpeaks broken Engliſh, deſair'd me to give 
this letter to you, for Miſs Flirtilla; he has waited 
a full hour in the kitchen. 

Pin. Who 1s it from ? „ 

Slou. The foreign Markus, I think they call him, 
that was at Miſs's laſt rout; it ſeems, he's een crazy 
for love of her. 

Pin. Oh, the Marquis de la Fineſſe ;, twill never 
do; return the lerter, | . 

Slou. Yes, Mrs. Pinup; but muſt J return this 
purſe too. | [l sbeus a purſe. 
B a Pin. 


Slows 
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for a new ſunday's gown, huſſy.— 
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Pin. A purſe what's in it? 

Slou. Waunds, he's main generous; he ſent me 
a guinea, and here's five yellow pieces, which the 


 Swils fellow ſays, will breed like de tame pigeon. 


Piu. J am loth ſuch pretty breeders ſhould fly 
away, ſo give *em me, Pl] try what I can do. Come 
this way. [ T akes the * 


8 Maukin. 


Mank. Pr'ythee, Slouch, give this parlez vous fel- 
low his anſwer; he ſtruts and bounces like a tragedy 


actor, then ſings and ſwears in a breath: It you 


won't ſend him packing, I will. 
Slou. Look here, Maukin, (Shews the guinea) now 
How many 


kiſſes for one-and-twenty ſhillings ? | 
Mauk. Not a ſingle ſmack I'd have you to 
know, I am none of thoſe tripperies that fell kiſſes, 
and ſo, - your ſervant, Mr. Slouch. ä 
Slou. Waunds, what an alteratiqn is here! She 


is but a houſe-maid, and laik'd me well enough, 


'till yon Frenchman came, and now, Poor Slouch 


may go 285 bor a [weetheart. 


ATYS E 


Like change of the weather- cock always appearing, 
The mind of a woman is never at reſt; 
But light and inconſtant, it ſtill will be veering, 
From north to the eaſt, and from ſouth to the welt. 
Ho mad the eſſay, 
To fix in one way, 


A thing that by nature ſo various does move 
What labour in vain, © 
To ſettle a brain, 

That's turn'd like a mill with the TIT es of love! 


Exil. 
Roger 
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Roger and Pinup come: fortvard. 


Pin, Come, come, your French dreſs could not 
diſguiſe you from me. But what brought you ſo 
OP into this family? 
Neg. To conceal nothing from you, I am artfully 
poſted here by Lord Planwell, as a ſpy on Miſs 
Flirtilla. 

Pin. Vour talent will be 0 I'd have you 
to know, we have no pimping doings here. 

Rog. Pimping doings, ſaucebox! I ſcorn the 
office; my employment is to prevent pimping. 

Come, what rivals has my Lord, for I muſt make 
my report. 
Pin. Only a French Marquis, and her old 
guardian, Sir Liguoriſb Trapgold, both which ſhe 
deſpiſes. 

Rog. Sir Liquoriſh ! what can favour his pre- 


tenſions? 
Pin. The power to keep bo 18 the poſſeſſion 


| ZE of ſeventy thouſand pounds, till the age ot twenty- 


* 
Rog. Is he rich ? 
Pin. He has gold enough to gild over this bitter 


pills of age and impotence, 


Rog. Tis amazing, that (being himſelf a lover) 


he does not prevent my Lord's viſits. 
Pin. That's impoſſible! his Lordſhip has made 
too deep an impreſſion in her heart, and no wonder 
Sure he's the ſweeteſt youth that ever tempted 
beauty. - * 

Rog. Tempted beauty ! his addreſſes to Miſs are 
honourable. 


Pin. Certainly. 
Rog. Who the devil does he tempt then! 10 


Pin. Oh ſomebody, (biting her apron.) he ogles, 
ſmiles, and looks fo killingly 


70 "oF you? | | 
| B 2 Pin, 


* 
I 
| 
| 
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a Why not—Am I ſo ugly? 
No, nor ſo handſome here am not fo 


2 myſelf, that I need deſpair of as good as you; 
and ſo—your ſervant— I.'oing. 

Pin. Stay, Roger, ſtay (he looks back. ) come here, 
what ails the fool? 

Rog. Well, Madam, what now? 

Pin. Pr'ythee don't be ridiculous. 

'Rog. Nor you coquettiſh. 

Pin. So l'm to have no admirer but you ? 

Rog. I'd have all the world admire you, *tis a 
compliment to my choice; ; but you ſhou'd fancy 


no body but me. Rh. 
Pin. Perhaps I dont. [ with ji epics. 
Rog. Wou'd I were ſure of that=—rel] me Dolly--- 


do you love me ? 

Pin, I don't Know---may be I do---can' t you 
gueſs. 

Rog. Thou bewitching little devil I wou'd fain 
ſettle this matter now ; but Lord Planwell is im- 
Patient to know the ſtare of his own affairs; {0 adieu, 

til I return, 


DUET To. 


O Dolly ] part 
Wich a hole in my heart. 
Pin. Ah! ceaſe to complain, 
For MI mend it again, 


Nog. With. what * 
Pin. With a kils. | 
Rog. Do you love me ? TS 
Pin. O yes. | | 
Bot 5. 0 For wounds of the jealous, no med' cine fo ſure 


As kindneſs; that balſam alone is the cure. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
A Parlour in Lord Planwell $ houſe. 


Enter Lord Planwell and Sir Britiſh. 


Lord Plan. O fie, Sir Britiſh, why all this vapour 
about a ſilly woman. 

Sir Brit. Dear Lord Planwe!l, teaze me no more; 
I am but too ſenſible of my weak neſs. | 

Lord Plan. What the plague had you, a plain 
blunt fellow to do with Lady Julia, whoſe whimſical 
notions my natural partiality as a brother, can't 
undertake to defend? one who continually poring 
in romances, expects to be addreſs'd in that rhodo- 
montade jargon? 

Sir Brit. Admitting the truth of this, can I be 
blind to ſuch glaring beauty ? or does your Lord- 
ſhip think my hopes preſumpruous in ſeeking a 
tender alliance, which will endear the brother to 
the friend? 

Lord Plan. I need not repeat my ardent wiſhes 
for your ſucceſs; but as my ſiſter's fortune is in 
her own hands, nd ſhe abſolute miſtreſs of her 
choice, I am loth to interpole an aſſum'd authority; 
which might change her PRI indifference 1 into 
- averſion. 

Sir Brit. That indifference, my La never ap- 
pear*'d *till her intimacy with La Fineſſe. Sdeath, 
can 1 tamely ſee a foreigner rival an Engliſhinan ? 
Lord Plan. That foreigner, Sir Briliſb, is a man 
of quality. 

Sir Brit. There I confeſs my want of faith : 

Marquis, is a good travelling title, and has often 
introduc'd a foreign ſharper into the belt company. 
He certainly ſpeaks French with great fluency ; but 
his 1dioms and accent ſavour more of the S.] than 


the Parifien, 
9 Lord 
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Lord Plan. He plays deep, and knows the beſt 
of the lay; beſides he appears not at Court, which 
raiſes ſuſpicion to almoſt a certainty ; bis title and 
dependance ſhall be carefully examin'd ; in the in- 
terim, be not ſurpriz d that Lady Julia s vanity is 
ſtruck with ſo glaring an equipage. 

Sir Brit. I'll have a chariot ſhall out-dazzle his, 
and twenty ſervants in flaming liveries. 

Lord Plan. All foreigners * 5 

Sir Brit. All Enghſþ—not a bag among 'em. 

Lord Plan. Oh will never do; that's confound- 
edly againſt you. 5 

Sir Brit. Then be it ſo; by 7e I'd rather loſe 
a Venus, than entertain foreign domeſtics, to ſhut 
out my poor countrymen. 

Lord Plan. But faſhion, Sir Britiſh ? 

Sir Brit. Rot the faſhion! 'tis a e 32 and 
wants reformation. 

Lord Plan. Since you are ſo ſanguine in the ct 
of reformation, what other matters come under the 


rod of your correction? 


Sir Brit. I mean not to carry my humour into 
exceſs: I wou'd encourage the ingenious and learned 
of other nations for the improvement of my own; 
but where the merit of a foreigner and a fellow 
ſubject are of equal balance, natural affection ſhould 
incline me to turn the ſcale in favour of my — 


Man, 


AIR 
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AFR: 


Oh how glorious the claim 
Of a Patriot to fame 
Whom fortune has rais'd to the top of her wheel ; 
If his pow'r he direct, 
| Britain's ſons to protect, 
As brothers and friends to the great common weal. 


Thos Athenians of old, 

As in ſtory we're told, | 
On national efforts their ſanction beſtow'd, 
And the Romans beſide 

With an emulous pride, 
Made that track of virtue to glory the road. 


Then let Patriot care 
| Native genius but rear, 
Fair ſcience, that bloſſom, will ſoon be in bloom; 
Solid wiſdom our guide, 
Home bred arts will preſide, 
And rival the honours of Greece and of Rome, 


Enter à Servant, 


Serv. A card to your Lordſpip. 
Lord Plan. Sir Britiſh, you 'll excuſe me? 
Sir Brit. That ceremony's needleſs. _ 
Lord Plan. (to the Servant.) My compliments, 
their viſit will oblige me. [Exit Servant. 
Sir Brit. My Lord, F rake my leave. 
Lord Plan. By no means; the card is from Lady 
Julia, who begs leave. to introduce your rival, 
Sir Brit. Plague on him, he with her ? 
Lord Plan. Well, and what then? Yau wou'd 
not, I hope, make a jealous hear the foil to ſer off 


his ſpritely humour ? 
Sir Brit. Will your Lordſhip be my counſel in 


this ſuit? B 4 Lord 
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Lord Plan. Yes, and without fee, as thus—re- 
nounce that paganiſm, which worſhips an idol of 
your own creation, and when the Marquis with 
diitant awe, approaches his mock divinity ; catch 
her in your arms, hils her, teaze her, and treat her 
as a mortal woman, compos'd of fleſh and blood, 
and the natural paſſions that attend them, 

Sir Brit. But will not this appear rather indelicate ? 

Lord Plan. Indelicate, ha, ha, ha! theſe ſleepy 
beauties, like faint embers, have latent fire, that 
muſt be rouz'd; a ſigh is too weak to blow it to a 
flame. (a knocking.) But here they come Now 
Knight remember that your temper is the cork to 
this preſcription ; if that flies out, the ſpirit of the 
recipe will evaporate. | 


STR N E III. 
Enier La Fineſſe and Lady Julia. 


Lady Jul. Brother, good morning—The Count 
and I— / | 

Lord Plan. In this kind viſit do me honour ; but 
dear Julia, don't affect to be near ſighted ; here's a 
warm friend of yours. - 5 

Lady Jul. Oh Sir Britiſh— [Curthys. 

Sir Brit. Your Lady ſhip's devoted | Salutes ber. 

Lady Jul. Give me leave, Sir, to introduce the flower 
of France, Monſieur Le Marquis de la Fineſſe, who 
would gladly rank in the number of your friends. 

Fin. Me praud to ſhew de grand eſteem for ſuch 
noble perionage. | 8 
{| Salutes Lord Plan. then goes to Sir Brit, 

Sir Brit. Hold Sir! your pardon {—Thele lips 
are ſoft and warm enough for me. | Kiſſes Lady Julia. 

Fin. Be dis de Engliſb faſhion ? | 

Sir Brit. Yes, Sir; ſincerity is our characteriſtic ; 
the right hand is a bond of friendſhip with the men; 
and our lips the ſeals of love with the Ladies. 

ih. 
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Fin. De Francois poli be more paſſionè vid de faine 


woman, he gaze wid admiration of her beauty; den 


breatha de ſoft ſigh—dus---ſhe pity him, he ſmaile 
at his ſucceſs, and wid de voice of love, trough de 
liſt'ning ear, make de paſſage to de heart. 


A 1 R N. 


When, from beauty, ſweetly blooming, 
Lovers force th* unwilling kits, 
Oft the lover, too preſuming, 
Forfeits all his future bliſs : 
Rude attacks are anger's fuel, 
Gentle ſighs the heart ſubdue; 
Once obtain that precious jewel, 
Soon you'll gain the caſket too. 


Sir Brit, You have had, Sir, free liberty to diſ- 
play the talent Hranccis, tis my turn now to addrels 
her like a Briton. 


ATR FE 

Turn hither, bright maid, 

And ſcorn to degrade 
The value I ſet on your charms: 

With love and deſire, 

See how I'm on fire, „ 
And burn to be claſp'd in your arms. 

[ Preſſes ber warm y. 


Lord Plan. Look ſharp, Marquis, or you'll lole 
your miſtreſs : A heart of iron mult ſoften in the 


flame of ſuch a furnace. eds 
Fin, Den me take it out of de faire—Madame— 


Your Ladyſhip promile me de honour of your 


company to Ford's, 


Lady 


g 

| 

| 
| 
| 
| 


To The Guardian Out-witted., 
Lady Jul. O Lud! that's true; he has a ſale of 


curioſities. 
Sir Brit. Shall I attend your Ladyſhip. 
Lady Jul. O no: your bold freedoms have thrown 


you into diſgrace, 
Sir Brit. What part in anger? 
Lady Jul. Let me look in your 8 and I'll 
tell you. 
Al R V. 


One mark of concern 
J cannot diſcern, 
Nor ſign of repentance, 
To folen your ſentence 
A harden'd aſſurance I ſwear : | be goes to ber. 
O Lud! keep away; 
J hate your horſe play: 
With rage Jam glowing ;— 
You know where I'm going 


But follow me, Sir, if you dare. 
| [ Exeunt Fin. and * Julia. 


Lord Plan. Well, Knight, what think you of 
my counſel ? 

Sir Brit, That I ſhall gain my cauſe ; by ove, 
*twas a maſter-piece. Shall we follow her to Fard's? 

Lord Plan. That I apprehend to be needleſs ; we 
{ſhall certainly meet her at Flirtilla's. 

Sir Brit, Now ycu mention Flirtilla, is not your 
Lordſhip alarm'd at the flighty diſpolition of that 
capricious beauty? ; 

Lord Plan. Not at all; I worſhip her, as the 
goddeſs of whims and airs, 

Sir Brit, Then her particular marks of favour | 
to Sir Liquoriſh Trapgold ? 

Lord Plan. Mere wheedling arts to folien his 
power as a Guardian. 

Sir 


Sir Brit. Laſtly, her propenſity to gaming ? 


Lord Plan. That indeed is worſt of all; but I 


ſhall reform her. 
Sir Brit. Ha, ha, ha! a rake reform a coquet ! 


Lord Plan. You have ſome right to laugh; but 
be that as it may; by heaven, 1 love her lo, that 


could grow enamour'd of her follies, 
AIR VI. 


When, with rapture and amaze, 

On that heav'nly form I gaze, 

From each glance of thoſe bright eyes, 
Some new pointed arrow flies, 


Ofr when glaring faults prevail, 

J reprove, and fret, and rail, 

Swear to break my galling chain, 
Look—and am in love again. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. A Parlbur. 


Flirtilla looking at ber watch. 


Hir. Hey-day ! not ten o'clock, and I riſen! 
well, miracles are not ceas'd.---But what's the cauſe 
of this wonder ?---An uneaſy mind,---Sure a pack 
of cards is a gang of thieves, to rob one of one's 
money.--- What a lucky deal had Lady Sequence, in 
the laſt game for a hundred, to ſhew four-and-twenty 
in hand and crib, which made her out to a point !--- 
I] dread to examine my ſtock---and yet I mult (opens 
| @ purſe.) O lamentable! only twelve guineas, and 
this bank note for thirty pounds, Well, I mult 
een have recourſe to the old remedy, an application 
to my Guardian : thank heaven he is coming homez 
pow cou'd my wit furniſh me wich ſome * 
| 5 mn 
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of the ſtocks riſing, it might warm him to receive a 
favourable impreſſion of my preſent neceſſity. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, Sir Liguoriſb Trapgold. 
Flir. Shew him in. - [ Exit, Serv. 


Enter Sir Liquoriſh nging. 
AIR VII. 


Come, come to my arms, pretty miſs, 

Jump, jump to your lover, and kiſs; 
That we may ſay, | 

-1- Another day, 

What jumping call you this, 


Flir. You are in high ſpirits, Sir Liquoriſh. 

Sir Lig. What ſhou'd lower them ? nothing but 
the falling of the ſtocks, I have money, my girl, 
and conſtitution to enjoy it. 

Flir. J have conſtitution enough, but--- 

Sir Lig. Ay, ay, I know the matter, tis a general 
complaint Money is a ſcarce commodity ; but 
love your Guardy, Eh, he, he? love your Guardy, 
you little cockatrice, let us tie the gordion knot, 
and when we have clubb'd our matters together, 
we'll fling away guineas, as they did medals at the 
coronation. 

Flir. True Guardy; but bargains, you know, 
have always ſomething to bind 'em. 

Sir Lig. Well, what ſomething wou'd you have? 

Flir. Nothing, but what you can give me. Lord, 
you are in ſuch a pleaſant humour, "That 1 long to 
tel! you; but you'll turn grave upon't? 

Sir Lig. I? no, no, no. By thoſe briliant eyes, 

that 
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that ſparkle like the cryſtal Rream by moon- 
light--- 
Hi You'll grant my requeſt | ? 

Sir Lig. What, before I hear it? 

Flir. Th is— tis. only that you'll advance me a 
thouſand pounds. 

Sir Lig. A thouſand pounds. 

Flir. Yes, Guardy, that will ſerve for the preſent. 

Sir Lig. Serve for the preſent ! 

Flir. O ho, Sir, have I caught you! how ſtocks 
are fallen in an inſtant! but don't be diſcourag'd, 
Sir Liquoriſh; I have news will ſet your ſpirits a- 
float, beyond „Eau de Luce, or doctor 
Buſhy-wig's drops. 

Sir Lig. Ay? that's worth my attention; but will 

it increaſe the public funds? 
Flir. You ſhall judge, the Cham of 7. artary has 
actually contracted with the Eaſt India company 
to remit three millions in ſpecie for an adequate 
exchange of ſheeps-ſkins, 

Sir Lig. Three millions !-“ tis a monſtrous ſum; 
but what authority have you for this ſurprizing 
news? 

Flir. The beſt in the kingdom; Sir Theedore Rattle, 
had it yeſterday from a noble Tartar, lately arriv*d 
with the commiſſion. 

Sir Lig. Nay, 'tis feazable; for ſheep-ſkins are a 
ſtaple commodity. Bleſs me! ſtocks will riſe in a 
night's time, like muſhrooms, and money be as 

plenty as hops. 
 Flir. Yes, Guardy ; but not with me, while you 
meanly deny me ſo ftmall a part of my right; but 
no matter, I know where to have the money. 

Sir Lig. Od ſo, that's a ſtinger;---ſhe'll borrow 
it of my rival. (Aſide.) ---come, III male a e vow 
poſal to my ſweeting. 

Für. Full of generoſity and honours now fort it. 


'S - Sir 
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Sir Lig. Diſcharge but that flaſhy rake, Lord Plan- 
well, and my darling ſhall have the thouſand pounds, 
and a heart as firm as a bond and judgment in the 


bargain. 
Flir, J am a gypſey i in love, croſs my hand, and 


F'Il tell you your fortune. 
Sir Lig. J muſt firſt ro my banker in l 


ſtreet, and then it fall have the thouſand pounds, 
Eh, he, he? it fall touch the ready, ſo day day, 
bright eyes 1---Roſy cheeks---Coral lips---Bie bant- 
ling! bie * Bie, wax work! Eh, he, he. 


en 
S8 CE N E V. 


Flirtilla alone. 
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| Fur. Ha, ha, ha! this trumpt up news of the 
10 Cham of Tartary will ſet the old miſer a madding. 
$4 Oh cou'd I plan ſome ſcheme to get my fortune 
3 out of his hands; then, with the title of Lady 
WH Plantvell, and the high ſpirited airs of a woman of 


Quality, I'd friſk it to routs, operas, plays, ridot- 
_ and every faſhionable j Joy. | 


AIR VIIL 


Then, then how I'll jant it, 
Coquet it and flant it, 
A Lady the firſt in renown! 
With equipage fine, 
And jewels I'll ſhine, 
The Belle, and the Toaſt of the town: 


+ To the op'ra and lay, 
I'll roll it away; 
There ſimper, and ny 


And giggle, and prattle, 
WY „Till 
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Till galleries take it amiſs; | 
With pride and diſdain, 


Then chatter again, 
And laugh, while the ſavages pit [ Exit, 


SCEMM VI. 
A Dreſſing Room. 


Diſcovers Pinup bruſhing a comb. 


Pin. Wou'd this old guardian of Miſs's were gone, 
for I am impatient to know the reſult of the Mar- 
quis's letter. 


Enter F lirtilla. 


Hilir. Come, Pinup, make haſte, and fetels my hand- 
 kerchief, 


FR, Yes, Madam, TF lirtilla its at the toilet. 
Flur. Tis mighty odd, Pinup, that I have had 
no card yet. 
Pin. Very unuſual, Madam, but hete's a letter. 
Flr. Who brought it. I Opens it. 


Pin. A foreign ſervant, in livery. 

Plir. A foreign ſervant ! bleſs me! Jet me ſee. 
(reads the name.) La Fineſſe ! 

Pin, O Miſs, the French Marquis that was in- 
troduced by Lady Julia to your laſt rout. 
Flir. I remember the tawdry thing, how dare you 
bring me a letter from him. 
Pin. Dear Madam, how. hou'd I know who 
. wrote it? 
Flir, Let me ſee what the gangling creature ſays 
| (reads.) Ma belle adorable;---By all that's ſhocking a 
love letter. Ha, ha, ha, poor Lady Julia little 
thinks of this. (Reads to Herſelf. Riſes. ) O heaven, 
Pinup, what ſhall 1 do? he's coming to viſit me. 


2 | Pin. 
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pin. Do, Ma'am- Let me ee . 
ten heard you wiſh for a young lover to plague my 


Lord with? 
Flir. True, and this is the very thing. (A kneck- 


mg at the door) away, ſee who knock'd. Stay, if 


*ris he, my complimeats, and I'll wait on him. 
[Exil Pinup. 


eat 


Flirtilla alone. 


n *Tis odd that I ſhould have a ſettled affec- 


tion for Lord Planwel!, and yet take a delight 


in plaguing him He promis'd to call this 
morning; if he ſhould meet the Marquis here, 
—Heigh ho! I am neither eaſy with him, nor 
without him. 


n 


Oh, how great is the vexation, 

Tortures many, pleaſures few, 

From the hour of aſſignation, 
I 0b the happy interview ! 


Tho? my joy is all tranſcending, 
When the lovely youth I meet; 
Doubt, like gall with honey blending, 

Soon imbirters all the [weet. 


When with careleſs air he wooes me, 
(If his courtſhip I reje&!) 1 
Soon by abſence he ſubdues me, 
And l'm conquer'd by neglect. 
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Oh how grear is the vexation; 
Tortures many, pleaſures few, bs 
F. rom the hour of aſſignation, 
Io the happy interview, * Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 
X | A Parlour, | 
Pi La F ineffe looking through a glaſs at a picture. 


Fin. Jarnie coton! it be very diſagreeable ting, 
to wait ſo long; but hark --- I hear de tog _— of de 
ſilk ma foi, me all in a tremble. 


Enter F lirtilla. 


Purdonnez, Madanie, dis preſumption. [ Boing. 
Flr. Preſumption, Sir! (Curtſy *s.) I'll confound. 
bim with civility (A/ae.) *tis impoſſible that ſo ac- 
compliſh'd a Gentleman can be guilty of preſump- 
tion- be pleas'd to fit. 
Fin. After you, Madame---By gar, ſhe be in 
lofe vid my perſonne. (They fit.) dear Lady, for 


mai apology, I hope de letter---, 
Flir. The letter, Sir, is an abſtract of the author's 


politeneſs; even Lady Fulia's recommendation is 
faint, compar'd with your quality, your breeding, 


your addreſs, your. 
Fin, Permita me den, at your feet, (Re to 


pay de tribute of mai ſoul, 
A 1 R X. 


C7 aime, Jadore, Je languis-— grand Dieux! 


C Buck 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, Lady e „ L 
Fin. Le diable!--- | Lade. 
Fir. Shew her Ladyſhip in. 8 

Fin. O no, for e $ ſake 1 65 a ion) Reſ- 
ter Monſieur, ſtay, Sar! 

Flir. Ha, ha, ha! do as I bade you. 

[To tbe ſervant who goes out. 

Flir. Confuſion! permita me run into your cham- 
ber. [uns to the door, ſhe pulls him bach. 

Flir. O fie, Monſieur! come back---pray what's 
the matter? | 

Tin. By: Jupiter, me no be ſeen, for all de varld. 


Enter Lady Julia. 5 


Lady Jul. Dear Flirty! [Going to Klare her, ſees 
La Fineſle, ſrops ſhort, and looks ama d ) your ſervant, 
 * IE! 908 [ Curtfy's. 

Fin. Servitenn Madame! [Bows confuſed. 

Lady Jul. The meeting you here is ſo agreeable 
2 ſurprize!--- Flirtilla, your room, child, is ; ſo very 

cloſe, it has turn'd me lick pray, my * Sive 
me {ome hartſhorn. 

Fin And me too, ET 

ur. Haithorn!, ba! hal hal --- They have it 

Lady Jul. Sly Joel] was this. the e | 
you pleaded ? Eo Mils, I fear, my ignorance 
of this Gentleman's happineis has made me gullty 
of an intruſion? 

Flir. Quite the contrary, child; for this lucky viſit 
has prevented thele fatal eyes from commiting 
murther; I aſſure you the OP was juſt expir- 
ing at my feet. | 


G4 Jul. 0 baſe deceiver 
* | „ Lin. 


oy 
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Fin. Indeed, Miſs Flirtilla make de jeſt of your 
Ladyſhip and me too: Dis be de real caſe ---Me in 
lofe to diſtraction wid de Englis muſique, and hearing 
moche of dis Lady's voice and judgment; me 
implore on my knee de honour of her ſinging dis 
new Duetto wid me; dat is all. (Takes a muſic p a- 


per from bis pocket and ſhews it Laay Julia: 
Flir. (Afide.) Well ſaid, Marquis, tis a pity ſo 
ready an excuſe ſhould loſe its effect -Pil e'en 
favour the deceit--- (To the Marquis.) Oblige me, 
Sir, with the ſight of it. (He gives it ber.) Oh! *tis a 
favourite of mine; I know the upper part by heart. 
Fin. And I de onder. 
Flir. Lord that's clever-=-ſuppoſe for the whim's 


ſake, that we try it in action, don't your Ladyſhip 
think it will heighten the expreſſion? 
Lady Jul. Oh vaſtly, ſweet friend forgive my 
miſtake; *Twas a ſudden alarm of pride; not of 
| Move; I aſſure you --- now I'm prepar'd to hear. 


DUETT 0. 


Fin. Wen dy beauties ai ſurvey, 
Gazing dus my ſoul away; 
When my pulſe forgeta to move, 

Need I tell how moche I lofe ? 

Flir. Ah! too well th' expreſſive eye, 
Can the want of words ſupply; 
And induce kind maids to grant 
That ſoft pity, which _ want. 


Fm. Sweet confeſſion! © 
Flir. Fond exceſs! 


Bath. Who can love and utter leſs! 
- SL. L- 
SED J 7 2 
Aternatey.\ HEE IT 
| | [They fink inte each others arms. 
iG-2 LE. 
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Lady Jul. My ſtars, 1 ae faint in earneſt, 
Runs io part em. 


Enter abrubtly, Lord Plantvell and 11. Britiſb. 


Sir Brit. Confuſion! 

Lord Plan. Aſtoniſhment |! | 

Fiir. O my Lord! [Goes 10 bim, be reje@s her. 
Lord Plan. Away, vain trifler! | 

Lady Jul. But, Sir Britifh--- 

Sir Bri. Excuſes are fruitleſs. 


Fin. Vat all dis mean? [o Lady Julia. 
Lady Jul. Nay, *tis a myſtery to me. [To Fineſſe. 
Hin. Sir! [To Sir Britiſh. 


Sir Brit. Sir! Angrily to the Count, who Kant. 
Flir. My hot-brain'd Lord |--- 
+ Lord Plan. My cool- brain'd Lady !--- 

Flir. Jealous, by all that's fooliſh. _ 

Lord Plan. ( feigning à laugh.) Faith, is dard. 
you” re beſide the 3 ang not ſo bad as 
that neither. 

Flir. Now won't my Pride ſuffer me to explain 
this ridiculous affair. _ 7/7 

Sir Brit. Come, my Lord, ler? s be gone. 

Lord Plan, With all my heart--=never to return. 

[Lord Plan. and Sir Brit. going. 


Quntette in the Burle!ta le. 


Hir. e aun O ſtay! 
Lord Plan. Deluder away! 
Flirt. * vow and proteſt, 
Lady Jul. {Q*Twasall but a jeſt, 
Lord Plan. O filly pretence! 
p . 0: ſhallow defence! 
Hin. Permit me, my Lord, 


To put in a word? 


Lord 


F F 
: . * * 31 
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Lord Plan. Well, what wou'd you ay, Sir? 
Nn. You're. jealous, | 


Lord Plau. What? 
Sir Brit. Ha, Sir? 


Flirt. Ie temper for . [ To Lord Plan. 


eng Indeed you're too blame. {To Sir Brit. 


Lady Tn” | 
nt Gods! why are we deſtin'd to prove, 
” No ſweet, with the bitter of love! 
Sir Brit, Few wards, and to action, 
. I'll have ſatisfaction. 
Hark you, Sir, in your ear--- 


Na. Ai tremble with fear. 
Flir. What rancour and ſpite ! 
Sir Brit. Come out, Sir, and fight. 
Lady Jul. He ſhall not I n 
Sir Brit. © He dares not. 

8 | Ai dare. | 

- For my ſake 
Lady Jul. For mine, 

Both. This fury decline. 


Lord Plan. ſ Who fears to engage, 


: 3 Is not worthy ny 225 rage. 


"© H OR US. 
What torturing pain, 
Poor lovers ſuſtain, 0 
Their freedom diſſolv'd into air: 
Like madmen, in vain, 


They rattle the chain, 
That fate has ordain'd them to wear. 


End of the Firſt Ad. 
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SS0IDIESSSSEPSDEEDNED 
EET HL SCENE TI 


T be Houſekeeper s Room, 


Enter Roger and Maukin. 


ELL child, upon the whole, what FR 
you think of me ? 
Mauk. (Looks carneſtly at bim) 1 daunt know. 
Mother tauld me, if I ſhew, too much liking to a 
mon, he'll flight and deſpiſe me for'r. [ Hide. 
Rog. Come, my dear, now you have examin'd 
the goods, are you a chap, or no? 
Mau. I mun firſt know what price you 10 upon 
dem? 
Rog. Nothing leſ than love.---I'm at a word. 
Mau. My goods ſhall go to the ſame market. 
Rog. If love be the coin to purchaſe you, I'! 
out- bid the world. Nou, in return, run to me, 
like a girl of ſpirit, kiſs mer, and welcome me to 
my new place. 


Reg. 


Pinup appears at the fide Scene. 


Pin. Ha! Roger and Maukin together! I'll liſten, 

Rog. Well why don't you come? 

Maak. Marry come up! if a kiſs ben” t worth : 
taking, 1t an't worth having. 

Rog. Worth taking! I'd row ſeven years in the 
galleys, for ſo ſweet a reward, [X. ies her eagerly. 
Pin. O the baſe fellow! 

Mauk, Laud, what a taking way 1 have, 
Roger? 
Rog. Yes, my dear, I'll take all you'll g give me. 

Pin, So! 


Malk. 


- 


Mank. And not much neither. 
Rog. But why, my tweet wench |. | 
Pin. Sweet wench too! 1 
Mauk. Becaule Mrs. Pinup has a taking WAY. as 
well as you, and will leave nocbing for an under 
rb ogy 
. Phaw ! never mind her. 
25 I can hold no longer. 
[Mews guns 'y towards them. 
Rog. She is, indeed, an old B. reſbire acquaintance, 
and I wiſh the poor thing well; but as to love, ſhe 
muſt excuſe me the face won't do no, NO, 
no, the face won't do. [Pinup goes beltvern them. 
Pin. No, no, no, the face won't do. (they divide 
and look aſtoniſb d.) A'n't you a pretty raſeal ? —— 
And you, Mrs. Trundle-mop! Is this your way of 
doing your buſineſs? though I believe you may 
fave yourſelf that trouble, for het foon do it for 
png (turns to bim. 10 BOL et yr. poltroon ! 
fo L. ales har 'd, 
Neg. Zounds! am tongue · ty dt 2 
Pin. (to Maukin)) How dare you Nay, rrollop ? 
be gone to your work, huſſey y! 
Maul. So I can, for the matter of thut. .Oddife, 
what a pother | iS here; indeed, becaule the mon likes 


me better chan 9 f 


* 
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K 1 > 


Tho in my Lady's cloaths prink'd out, 

You proudly ſtrut and flaunt about pls 
In fatin, ſilk, and lace; 

vet 11 in homely ruſſet gown, a 

Thus forc'd to {lave it up and down, 
Can ſhew as n a woe N 5 


C 4 'Tacn 


5 * — . : 
0 INE. - 1 325 a ik "a 1 _ 
1 N 9 - belt + _— 2 2 — 
— . * 9 * e m —— * ** * ae FIR o - _ e 
tt. . * 8 2 a 1 _ * —— XA; eee * — * N ee een 
C 2 * >. 13 5 I £ N * N 8 2 renn moIeey # * * 2 t 5 IIS: 6 CT n f « T t * 
by — 5 * n 4 * 9 e N 
— 4 de - Fr Das 4 * — 5 © 2 . 1 , 
— * * * 8 of $908 13 *. - ks * — & Bas hace} 


COS eee 


. > : = 3 
——. * 8 * — * c —— 2 — — 
1 —_"_ — hn o th 
* * As » rr 
* HE, mg nt | AA, 9 5 K * 
_ e eee ee nr ay 5 6—— jad nm 
— $37 1 a " Dk. 4 * 8 . 
Gag, 4 
4 — rt hs * 
* © - ” po * — * 
- — * » * by 
ä — - 


— 


24 The Guardian Out-witted. 
Then turn not up your lip in ſcorn; ' 
A lowly girl to fortune born, 
Is no uncommon thing. 
The blooming roſe, from meaneſt plaace, 
Has oft' been pluck'd to ſweetly grace 
he boaſom of a King, "© 


; 4 


= 4 
1 : 4 » - 
* * 


E N E Iv, 
Roger and Pinup. 


Fa 


Pin. Fine encouragement you have given this 
forward ſlut; but if I a'n't even with you both, 
may I be a hag at thirty. Now, Sir, what have 


you to ſay? 


Rog. Ha, ha, ha] I am the luckieſt dog, the 


- moſt fortunate raſcal in the world. 


Pin. Hey-day ! what does the fellow mean? 

Rog. See there now, with all your wit, you can't 
Find out the joke. ? | | 8 
Pein. Faith, Sir, you have it all to yourſelf; 
pr'ythee ſpeak to be underſtood; I'm not in a fool- 


ing humour. 


Rag. Then ſmooth the wrinkles of that angry 


brow ; turn that ſullen mimp of the mouth into a 
poleaſing ſmile, ſuch as none but my Dolly can 


give, and III make you as wiſe as myſelf in a 
minute. * 7 


Pin. Well 2 there then — he, he be! (Seems 


in temper, and forces a laugh.) Come, out with it ? 


Rog. Why----ha, ha, ha I can ſcarce tell you 
for laughing, ha, ha, hat---but, in ſhort, caſting 
my eye thus, (looks æſcant.) J ſaw you upon the 


watch, and ſomewhat jealous of your warm ex- 


preſſion this morning in behalf of Lord Planwell, a 
ſudden thought ſtruck me, to put your love to the 
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proof, by ſeeming fond of that ſilly wench. Faith, | 


my dear -you - Was confoundedly piqu'd, wasn' T 


ou ? 
g Pin. Let me conſider.— an artful devil. 
how ſhall I requite him ?---Pll een ſeem to take this 
gilded bolus ; but hang me, if I don't ſoon give him 
another ſhall choak him in the ſwallowing. | Ade. 
Rog. Well, thou dear miſtreſs of my "heart, are 
ou ſatisfied ! J 
Pin. 1 ſhall better determine from your future 
dr 
Rog. I am content; but beſore ] leave you, let 
me recommend you to your looking-glals ; that 
will convince you, that *till I am fool enough to 
prefer a ſhilling to a guinea, I ſhall have wit enough 
to know the ſuperior value of my Dolly, : * Tak 


SCENE V. 


Pinup alone. 


Pin. The rogue has ſurely dip'd his tongue in 
honey; but all won't do, for Pm convinc'd of his 
falſhood. When Lord Planzwell comes Oh the 


dear ſpiteful thought=---It has already half balanc'd 
accounts between this knave and me. 


A 
The parrot freed from wiry grate, 
And pleas'd with fond careſs ; 
Will perch on finger, ſing, and prate, 
Her partjal love expreſs 


„But treated ill, ſhe's on the watcls 
The ſeed of ſpite is ſown; 
Poll ſtooping, feigns to beg a ſcratch, 
And bites you to the bone. [ Exit. 
. SCENE 
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SCENE VI. A Dining-Room. 
Lend Planwell an Hir Britiſh. ' 


Lord Plan. ( Reading a letter, ) *Tis from Flirtilla 
but you ſhall hear it. 


My dear Jaeilous-pated Lord, : 

“ The mighty matter that put you and your 
cc friend Blunderbuſs in ſuch a rage, [ Laughs. 

Sir Brit. Pert enough ; but go on. 

Lord Plan. (Reads. 7 0 Was only an innocent 
* whim, to try my {kill, in acting a Duetto, which 
ce the Marquis brought in his pocket. If you and 
“ Sir Britiſh will do me the honour to drink tea, 
* and ſpend the evening, at a miniature-rout, I 
* have propoſed ; I make no doubt of a perfect 


86 reconciliation, Yours, 


La 


* 


[ 
* 


i Virtilla Richland. 


Sir Brit. I have a letter of the like import, from 
Lady Julia, with this addition. (Reads,) *] cor- 
5 dially deſpis'd the Marquis as a lover, before he 
had the confidence to addrefs Flirtilla“ ——— 

Ld. Plan. Addreſs Flirlilla! Death, I ſhall relapſe. 

Sir Brit. Have patience. (Reads,) And am 
% convinc'd, ſhe had no defign, but to laugh at 
„him, play at piquet, and teize Lord Planwel!.” 

Lord Plan. What think you of the matter? 

Sir Brit. I think the 1 at Delpbos never dealt 
more in myſteries, nor clear'd them half fo well. 

Lord Plan. They are twin-ftars, and we poor 
ſublunary beings, born to act under. their direction. 

Sir Brit. 1 remember a ſong, that pays us no 
great compliment on this occaſion. 

Lord Plan. Pray let me hear it. 

Sir 88 With all my heart. 


AIR 
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AIR XIII. 


Sir Brit. Ye dotards, who ſigh 
For the love-darting eye, 
Or pine for a ſip, 
Of the ſweet coral lip, 
Cloſe fetter'd by ſoft beauty's chains; 
While wiſdom miſtaking, 
This pother you keep, 
Your folly is waking, 
Your wits are Era 
80 take the fool's cap for your pains, 


Come all in a ftring, 
Who have danc'd in love's ring, 
In morrices gay, | 
Tho? the time ſlipp'd away; 
Pray reckon the molt of your gains: 
By wenching and revels, 
Ye've ſhorten'd your Wer 
Or marriage, poor devils, 
Has link'd you to wives, 
Then take the taal cap for your pains.” 


Lord Plan. Pretty encouragement for young be- 
ginners! But, we, like our brave ſailors muſt. be 
| ſtorming forcs ; tho? we riſk the loſs of our limbs, 
or being made priſoners for life. 
Sir Brit. Pray, my Lord, ſhould you marry Flir- 
| tilla, how are you to come at her fortune? Her 
Guardian has a ticket in this lottery, and ſhould it 
come up a blank, will turn deſperate. 
Lord Plan, The maſter ſtroke would be to baffle 
- malice, 10 


Sir 


— 
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Sir Brit. I think, I can parry that, and hit him 
afrerwards.---Y our Lordſhip cannot have forgotten, 
a pretty ſmart wench, who (before your travels) 
liv'd with me as a miſtreſs. 

Lord Plan. What, little Sprightly ? 

Sir Brit. The ſame. My father being then alive, 
my finances at low ebb, and ſhe a high flyer, I 

ited a trap for Sir Liquoriſh, in whieh he was 
caught: in ſhort, by my advice, ſhe marry'd him, 
and went with him to Portugal, where, heartily ſick 
of her companion, and warmly beſieg'd by a rich 
Spaniſp merchant, ſhe went off with him to Spain. 

Lord Plan. But the reſult of this? i 

Sir Brit. To prevent her huſband's further en- 
quiry, ſhe procur'd letters, to aſſure him of her 
death, which he, even now, firmly believes; but 
not to keep you longer in ſuſpence, Pll read what 
concerns you in this letter, which, within this hour, 
1 receiv d from her, with a material paper incloſed. 

[ muttgrs part of it. 

Lord Plan. I am all impatience, 

Sir Brit. O here it begins---(reads out) * The 
& love and gratitude I owe to Miſs Flirtilla, for 
e the numerous obligations, confer'd on me and 

« my family, by her noble father, Sir William Rich- 
e far, have determin'd me to do her juſtice ; my 
* huſband conceals from the young Lady a molt 

important writing, ſign'd by Sir Milliam, and 
* witneſſed by my brother Jack, now a Lieutenant 
at Mariinico. The incloſed is an exact copy, 


« which I took for Miſs Flirtilla's ſervice.” 


Lord Plan. Generous wench |! 
Sir Brit. Stay, my Lord, here's a poſtſcript. (Reads) 
Sir Laquoriſh was not preſent at the executing the 
incloſed writing; nor ever ſaw my brother.” 

Lord Plan. That's lucky; but the writing? 
Sir Brit. *Tis an after clauſe, by way of amend- 


ment of the will ,---pleate to read It, Reads 
: Lord 


4 
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Lord Plan. Whereas it is my earneſt deſire, 
« that my beloved daughter Flirtilla Richland, ſhall 


« wed. nobly, be this after clauſe an amendment 


„ of my laſt will and teſtament. Viz. Thar if ſhe 
c inter-marry with a Peer of Great- Britain, the 
« guardianſhip and truſt, repoſed in Sir Liguoriſb 
«* Trapgold, ſhall immediately ceale, and her legacy 
« of ſeventy thouſand pounds be paid into her own 


« hands on the day of marriage, the neceſſary ex- 


« pences attending ſuch guardianſhip being firſt 
&« defray'd; any thing contained in my ſaid laſt 
6 will,and teſtament to the contrary notwithſtand- 
C ing.“ William Richland. Fortunate chance, 


ſare I'm tranſported to the mid regions, and tread 


On alr. 


Sir Brit. Hold, my Lord, you have run'd your 


ſtring a little too ſharp,---how are you to come at 
Facts evidence? 


Lord Plan. We can prove Sir William's hand- 


writing, which will do as well, 
Sir Brit. J fear the contrary ; the witneſs being 


abroad, Sir Liquoriſh will plead that this copy is 


contenfeit, and has no original. 

Lord Plan. That indeed is probable; but let me 
think---cou'd not we ſubſtitute ſome clever fellow, 
to repreſent the Lieutenant? what do you. think of 
my truſty ſervant, Roger? 

Sir Bro. Pein well of his abilities; but per- 
haps Sir Lquoriſh has ſeen him at Flirtilla's. 

Lord Plan. I believe, not, for he weat there but 


this morning; beſides the alteration of dreſs, and 
character will ſufficiently conceal him. 
Sir Brit. In faith, I begin to reliſh it. 
Lord Plan. Then VII initantly to Captain Parade, 
who is exactly of Roger's ſize, and borrow his re- 
gimentals. 


Sir Brit. But how will his attendance. on Flirtilla 
be diſpens'd with? 


a. 


Lord 
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Lord Plan. As ſhe knows Fack Spritely, and I 
muſt introduce Roger to her in his name, I'Il let her 


into ſo much of my ſcheme, as ſhall make her pa- 


five in the matter. 
Sir Brit. Well, ſucceſs attend you. 


AIR EY 


Lord Plan. Oh the rapture paſt expreſſing, 
To diſpel ſoft beauty's care, 
And with bleſſing ſtill on bleſſing, 
Make he happy, as ſhe's falrl 
Dimpled ſmiles thoſe cheeks adorning, 
Where ſond Cupid baſking lies; 
In the roſy ſweets of morning, 
And the lun-ſhine of her eyes. [ Exit. 


8 0 E N B VII. 


Sir Britiſh. alone. 


Sir Brit. Now are my Lord and Fiirtilla, Lady 
Julia and myſelf, going to hoiſt ſail for the iſland 
of Citharea---heaven lead us a proſperous voyage. 


RX 


Daughter fair of mighty Jove, 
Source of pleaſure, Queen of love, 
Thy influence we court: 
While on the ſtream of hope we glide, 
Direct the wind, becalm the tide, 
And bring us ſafe to port —— Exit. 


2 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


A Dining-reom in Flirtilla's Houſe, Card-table, 
and Cards. 


La Fineſſe, and Flirtilla, 


Flirt, O io ; I have laid out a quatorze; 
but I ſhall certainly capot you. 

Fin. Dat Miſs vil avail you little---dere be de 
point, quint, and quatorze. [| Lays down the cards. 

Flirt. Burn the cards ! (throws them down) Grant 
me patience, heaven [---point, quint and quartorze 
upon me three times in half an hour! *tis too much 
to bear- ſure ſome malignant planet ſtrikes me---PlI 
tempt my fate no further. (ri/es in paſſion, they come 

forward) Pray, Sir, what am I in your debt? 

Fin. Tree game, for a hondred each, be tree 
hondred paund, and de laſt game, dooble or quitta, 
make juſt ſix hondred. 

Flirt. I have not fo. much caſh by me; but if 
you'll honour me with your company this evening, 
Pl diſcharge the obligation. 

Fin, Sweet Lady, me no fail to pay my reſpect; 
but be onder no concern for dat bagatelle. De Mar- 
quis de la Fineſſe deſpiſa de money, ven beauty, 
like yours, will condeſcend to balance a debt of 


touſands. 


ATR vt 


Such were Danae's charms of old, 
When great Fove, 
Subdu'd by love, 
Woo'd her in a ſhow'r of gold, 
Splendor won the lovely maid, 
Ev'ry charm ſhe then diſplay'd. 
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Auburn treſles, looſely flowing, 
Boſom ſoft, with ardour glowing, 

Heart relenting, 

Eyes conſenting, 
Made the God ſuch beauty Prize, 
Far above his native ſkies. 


[ Exit. 
> OBS es "I 


Flirtilla alone. 


Flirt. Inſolent preſumer!----abje&t Plirtilla l. 
Now am I ſo deeply ſtung by this inſtance of my 
folly, that if I thought Lord Planwell's generoſity 
wou'd ſcorn a triumph o'er my. reformation, I'd 

frankly acknowledge my errors, and forſwear gam- 
ing, with every deceirful pleaſure, that carries a 
dung in its conſequence. 


AIR XV 
From aſſaults on tempting beauty, 
Timely fly ye cautious fair; 
Join an inward ſenſe of duty, 
To an outward modeſt air: 
Theſe like watchful guards attend us, 
When licentious foes are near; 
Theſe from inſult baſe defend us, 
Striking vice with awe and fear. 


Enter Sir Liquoriſh. 


Sir 1 Ha, ha l my pretty ward, have 1 ar 
you alone] by my two favourite deities Bacchus and 
Vents, I am glad of it with all my heart : Come to 
Ivy faithful arms--kiſs me, poppet, kiſſy, kiſſy, 

| | eh, 


py 


eh, he, he! (kiſſes ber.) Well, my little pomgranate, 
have you given Lord Plameell his quietus? 
Flirt. He has it, I aſſure yoy. And ſo ſhall you 
too before I have done with eon. Fane. 
Sir Lig. And wasn't it a choak pear ?' Lud, lud, 
what a rage he muſt have been in, didn't he bluſter 
and ſwear, and threaten to challenge me ? 
Flirt. O yes, at firſt ; but I ſoon reduc'd his high 


ſpirit; Hark you, my Lord, ſays I, Sir 2 
is a Magiſtrate. 


Sir Lig. So. | 
Flirt. And a reſpectable member of the Quorum: 

Sir Lig. So. 

Flirt. And though his oath to preſerve the King's 


peace, prevents his breach of it, by drawing A 
ſword, -—— 


Sir Lig. Excellent. 

Flirt, He can draw a warrant, or à mittimus 
with any man. 

Sir Lig. No chuck-=-they are ready printed, and 
my clerk fills them up; bur I can ſign one. 

Flirt. Yes---but that he diſputed. 

Sir Lig. What! did he think I ſet my mark? 

Flirt. Indeed I'm afraid ſo. 

Sir Lig. An irreverent traducer of magiſterial 


dignity ! I'll bring an action of ſrandalum magnatum, 
Pl! indite him for a leveller, od Vil——— 
Flirt. But, Sir. 


Sir Lig. Hark you, Fliriilla ! --You ſhall ſwear 


that he threaten'd to challenge me, and Fl ſwear 


the peace againſt him. 
Flirt. Both theſe extremes might min be car- 


ried into execution 


Sir Big. Might! by the blood of the 2. rappold's 
they ſhall. 

Arr. Dear Guardy, don't let your choler boil 
over your judgment z let us weigh this matter, 
and throw pafſion out of the ſcale. 


1 Six 
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Sir Lig. Well, well; I am cool. 

Flirt. Will it be conſiſtent with the character of 
a Lady of family and fortune to turn evidence at 
Hicks's-Hall? 

Sir Lig. That, indeed, I did not. conſider. 

Flirt. Or. but I beg pardon. 

Sir Lig. No, 90, go on. 

Flirt. Do you think I love you? 


Sir Lig. To deſperation. 
Flirt. (O the incorrigible fool) how then cou'd I 


bear to be told that a Gentleman of your great 
_ and honour was poſted about the town for an 
rrant coward ? 
Sir Lig. Odſo, that s true. | 
Flirt. Nay more; perhaps that your noble ac- 
quiline noſe was half twiſted off, and that venerable 


: perſon kick'd in a publick Coffee-room. 


Sir Lig. O the devil! the very thought makes 


me tremble. 2-74 


Flirt, All this miſchief I wiſcly prevented, by 
clinching the nail at once. 

Sir Lig. Now for it ? 

Flirt. Pray my Lord, faid I, what avail theſe 
bluſtering airs, trom one, who is the {ole object of 


my affections. 


Sir Lig. Speaking of him? 

Flirt. Bleſs me! ſure you are thick of hearing ? 

Sir Lig. I beg pardon. 

Flirt. I was peaking to him concerning you, 
whom he knows to be my averſion. 

Sir Lig. What the plague, am I your averſion? 

Flirt. There again now! Dear Sir, take care of 
this deafneſs, put on a fuller wig, and ſleep in two 
or three more night- STONY I aſſure you, I don't like 


it. 
Sir Lig. Edod, nor I neither and Ill take your 


advice. 
1 | Flir. 
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Flirt. Well! that's ſo obliging! eh, you good- 
natur'd creature! 4 | 

Sir Lig. Eh, he, he! but now to the point; I love 
to ſtick to the point---ſhall I beſpeak the wedding 
ring ? | 

Flirt. Well, and how then, Guardy ? 

Sir Lig. Why then, my pretty turtle, to the Com- 
mons for a licence- then to church---and then----- 


AIR XVIII. 


Heigh for my laſs, and a bottle to chear, 
And a thumping bantling ev'ry year, 
With ſkin as white as ſnow, 

And hair as brown as a berry, 
It's eyes, as black as a ſloe, 
And lips as red as a cherry: 
Sing rowzy, towzy, 
Rantuts, ſcantum, 
Laugh and lie down is the play; 
We'll cuddle together, 
To keep out the weather, 
And kiſs the cold winter away. 
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Flirt, But all this while, Guardy, you have never 
thought of the thouſand pounds, you, was to ad- 
vance me. 

Sir Lig. The thoufand pounds !---ay, true---"tis a 
great deal of money, and ſtocks are not likely to 
riſe; for your private intelligence, concerning the 
Cham of Tartary and the ſheep-ſkins, wants con- 
firmation. [Flirtilia laughs aſide. 

Flirt. If my ſucceſs muſt depend on the Cham of 
Tartary, J am ſure I have no buſineſs with you, and 
ſo, Sir-.-your ſervant ! [ Going, 
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Sir Lig. Stay, my dear, Flirty, ſtay, (She turns. 


come hither, thou dear intended wife of my boſom ; 
J have the money ready, and wy ſweeting may de- 
end on it. 

Flirt. That, Sir, deſerves my thanks. Curth's. 

Sir Lig. But you ſhall firſt go with me to Zeffani's, 
and ſee your Guardy upon canvaſs, tis a preſent 
tor thee, my roſe-bud, *tis a preſent for thee. 

Flirt, Well that's vaſtly obliging I proteſt 
what a pleaſure *twill be-to have an exact copy of 
ſo great an original! [ Ironically. 

Sir Lig. Eh, he, he, pretty fondling !---Suppole 
Lord Planwell, ſpite of the rebuff you gave him, 
ſhou'd have the preſumption to come again---how 
would my darling treat him. 

Flirt, Lou ſhall hear.----Now och yourſelf 
preſent, which, you' Know, may — to be the 


An XIx. 


When proudly he vents the o Yerflow of his gall, 
I'Il ſlightingly anſwer who cares? 
As ſmart as his Lordſhip, as proper and tall, 
1 warrant T'it match him tor airs : 
Eben ſhou'd he repent,” 
I will not relent ; 
A truce with your courtſhip, ſay I: 
He takes me aſide; 
I ſummon my Pee 
Then angrily cry, 
For ſhame! O fie! 
. cannot I muſt not- - will not comply: 


Amaz'd 


3 
3 
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Amaz'd how his Lordſhip will ſtartle to ſee, 


That tho' other laſſes, 
Adore, as he paſſes, 
Dear ſixty-five is the lover for me] [ Exeunt. 


SCENE XL. 
Enter Roger, 


Rog. By a glimpſe of the Marquis, when he enter , 


I have a taint remembrance of having ſeen him cli 


in Taly or Germany, but cannot recollect particulars, 
nor drive out of my head a ſtrong ſuſpicion of his 


being a counterfeit. Slouch is intimate with the Scr 
that attends him, I'll ſet him on to pump the 


fellow out of his Maſter's real name and charac- 


ter. If my wit has line enough to plumb the bor- 


tom of that ſecret, PiFlay Open, to his Lordſhip my 
Whole packet of intelligence, e 7 JR 


Nr 


Enter Pinup. 


Pin. Hold Sir | whither'ſo faſt ? 
Rog. Only to the kitchen. [ 4 knocking 


Pin. See who knocks, {he goes to the door.) if it | 


be my Lord; then Roger, have at you! 
Enter Lord Planwell, 


Lord Plan. So, Roger, is your Lady within ? 
Rog. No, my Lord, the went out with Sir Liguoriſb. 
Lord Pian. ( taking him aſide.) Don't fail to call 
on me in an hour; Pinup ſhall make your excuſe? 
Rog. I will not fail. Abd. 
e Plan. Ha, pretty Mrs. Pinup! how is' 


with you ? 


Pin. Thank your Lordſhip---will you pleaſe to 
walk jnto the en: ? my Lady will ſoon return, 
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Lord Plan. With all my heart; but you («bucks 
ber under the chin.) muſt go with me; I have par- 
ticular buſineſs with you. _ 


Pin. With me, my Lord ? 
Lord Plan. Yes, you bewitching ſorcereſs, with 


you---rot me it you don't grow handſomer every 


day. 

Pin. Pſhaw, my Lord! 

Lord Plan. What a complexion is there | can 
that bloom be natural ? 

Pin. Indeed. my Lord, you'll affront me ; ſhall 
I waſh my face to convin you? 

Lord Plan. No child; if thoſe roſes and lillies be 
real, they muſt have a fragrance equal to their 


bloom : PII ſmell 'em as they grow. 


Pin. Dear, my Lord? | [ He kiſſes her, 
Rog. O the complying minx! [1/7 2 
Pin. Your Lordihip has done me the honour to 
take away my breath. Curiſying. 
| Rog. Death, muſt I bear all this! [Alde. 
Lord Plan. Hark you, Pinup | 
Pin. My Lord! [Goes to him, 


Rog. Confound her? ſhe's fond of him; 

| [A/fide, and lamps in a rage. 

Lord Plan. (Softly to her.) That fellow 1s too ob- 
ſervant; ſtep with me into the parlour? 

Rog. Shall J wait on your Lordſhip ? 

Lord Plan. No Sir; I have particular buſineſs 
with her. | 

Rog. O rot your buſineſs ! [ Hae. 

Pin. Dear me! what ſhould we do in the parlour? 

Lord Plan. Look at the pictures, talk nonſenſe; 


pay twenty things, that we can't do here. 


AIR 
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1 preſs to am'rous play; 

Swear vou'll go.—-Tet kindly Ray : 

When my paſſion runs too high; 

Pat me thus---and ſay---O fie! 

If that Tv'ry neck I claim; 

oweetly bluſh---and cry---for ſhame ! 

While ſuch joy in folly lies, 

He's an aſs that wou'd be wiſe. _ 
[Exit 01th Pinup. 


S EN XIE 
1 5 Roger alone. 
Rog. What's to be done l- -O ſweet revenge! I'll 


ſtand at the door, that my Lady may enter with- 
out knocking. (Opens the door.) The chariot ſtops, 


Now, now, faithleſs harlot, I ſhall requite your 
falſhood. | 33 | 


S e RN 
Enter Flirtilla and Sir Liquoriſb. 
Flirt. What viſitors, ſince I went out? 
Rog. Lord Planwel!, Madam, waits in the parlour ? 
Sir Lig. Now, deary, give him his final anſwer. 


Flirt. Never fear, Sir; he ſhall ſoon know his de- 
pendance. [Exit Flirt. and Sir Lig. 


Rog. Vil to the next room, and liſten. | 
- | [Runs out, 


S CE N:'E EW; 
A Parlonw. Lord Planwell kifing Pinup, ſbe 
5 truggling. 
Pin. Let me go; upon my life I! tell my Lady. 
| D 4 - Enter 


40 The Guardian Out-witted. 


Enter Flirtilla and Sir Liquoriſh. 


Furt. ſcreams, Lord Planwell and Pinup are in 
great confuſion, | 
Pin. O Madam! I'm glad you are come His 
Lordſhip may be aſham'd of himſelf, ſo he may, 
to pull and hall a poor girl about, that has nothing 
but her character 9 her. Oh!--- 

| Feigns to cry. 

Flirt. 1 am thunder ſtruck! buſty, what brought 
you here ? 

Pin. Indeed, Madam, I only came to put the 
filver cup in the beaufait, and his Lordſhip ſiez*d 
me like a lion, and gave me ſuch a gripe, that I 
mall be black and blue for a month, 


Flirt. Begone, this inſtant. | [ Exit Pin. 


Lord Plan, Well ſaid, chambermaid now for 
myſelf. 

Flies (Collecting Berfelf ) Upon my Saks: my 
Lord, this action ill becomes Nobility, that glaſs 
will ſave me the confuſion of telling you what a con- 
temptible figure you make, 

Lord Plan. Faith I believe ſo. 

Sir Lig. As your Lordſhip's valet de chambre is 
abſent, give me leave to touch up your fore top. 

[ Going towards him. 


Lord Plan. Hold Sir! left I forget that you have 


the protection of your own houſe, 
Sir Lig. Odſo! he's in a deſperate fury. 


Lord Plan. Dear Flirtilla! though my indiſcrerion 


has given you this advintage, don't inſult upon it ? 
Flirt, This unaffected concern diſarms my reſent- 
ment, and converts his faults into graces. [ fide. 
Lord Plan. Why ſilent, my dear? is a tapliſh 
iece of galantry unpardonable? — Have you no 
faults to mend ? 


Flirt, 
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Flirt. That touches home; but I muſt, to gain 


my point of Sir Liguoriſb, keep up an appearance of 
— though my heart akes in eigning it, 


4 


DUET T O, 
Lord Plan. Viͤurtilla ] 
„ My Lord? 
Lord Plan. Permit me a word ? 
Flr. | To teaze me, forbear; 


Jour words are but air. 
Lord Plan. Yet ſure you may hear me? 
Flirt. Ah, ceaſe to endear me! 
| Your arts and your wiles, 
| Are fruitleſs and vain. 
Lord Plan, I live by your ſmiles, 
Or die by diſdain. 


Path Ye gods, who of mortals pretend to FE care, 
Or leflen my pain, or give patience to bear. | 
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Lord Plan. But, dear Plrtilla, don't you carry 
this vindictive humour a little too far? 

Flirt. Don't your Lordſhip carry your idea beyond 
the point of view? _ 

Lord Plan. What riddle is this? 

Flirt. One left to the ſolution of your wit, 


AIR XXI. = 


The man, that I fix on for life, 
Shall be neither dotard nor fool, 

As prudence. ſhou'd govern a wife, 
Fl} ferye,—'tis his province to rule. 


But 
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But when my dear freedom's reſign'd, 
Good- nature my heart muſt engage; 


The linnet, though cloſely confin'd, . 
If cherifh'd, will ſing in the cage. 5 

Since now, to th' extent of my plan, . 
The ſtars ſuch a lover decree; 85 

PII wiſely elect the dear man, - A 
A guardian for ever to me. » 5 


Lord Plan. Her guardian confuſion! 

Sir Lig. Now is your Lordſhip anſwer'd? come 
to my longing arms, my pink, my carnation, my 
ei flower ! one kiſs to confirm my hap- 
pinels ? 
Lord Plan. Hold, Sir! (pulls him 22255 Not while 


Jam preſent. 


: Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Madam, Sir Britiſh Blunt, and Lady Julia. 

Flirt. Conduct them in. (Exit Serv.) I am glad 
they are come to witneſs your Lordſhip's pretty 
behaviour, and clear conception. 


FFF een 
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Enter Sir Britiſh and Lady Julia. 


1200 Jul. My dear, your ſervant. [Salutes Flirt. 

Sir Brit. My Lord! (Lord Planwell fbews great 
diſcompoſure.) Hey day! we are embark'd in a 
ſtorm---What's the matter now? 

Lord Plan. That Lady can inform you. 

Flirt. I am unwilling to diſgrace your Lordſhip 
Tis a mighty filly buſineſs! I affure you. 

[To Sir Britiſh. 
Sir Lig. Then T'll tell it. You are to know, Sir 


Britiſh, that my beautious ward has given her 
| hand 
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and and heart to me, in preference to his Lord- 
ſhip, which you cannot be ſurpriſed at. 
Sir Brit. If it be ſo, I ſhall never be ſurpriz'd at 


any thing. 
Lady Jul. Pſha! this is ſome ridiculous love 


quarrel ; pray let me be a mediator ? 

Lord Plan. Then dear ſiſter, and Sir Britiſh, as 
Jam unfit to be a ſpectator of this Lady's folly, 
honour me with your company to my houſe, and 
[Il acquaint you with the whole of this curſed pro- 


ceeding. 
Sir Brit. Nay dear my Lord ! [T, hey confer a part. 
Flirt. (To Lady Julia.) Go with him, as ſoon as 
I can get rid of Sir Liquoriſh, Pu 1 and ſet all 


right. 
Lady Jul. May 1 then hope, *tis only a miſtake? 


Flirt. Depend upon't. 
Lady Jul. O brother, brother! I'm aſham'd of you. 


| Quintette in the burletta . 
Flirt, O ſhamefully ſtupid! 
Far blinder than Cupid ! 
Lord Plan, Your falſhood and ſpite, 
Are clear to my ſight. 
Lady Jul. You'll loſe him I fear, 
| Pray ſooth him, my dear. LA. ae to Flirt, 
Firt, I cannot comply, 
My guardian is by 
For union I pant; 
Yet dare not recant. 
Lord Play. ome, come, let's away. 
[To Sir Britith, 
Sir Brit. One minute delay? x 
Lord Plan, *F were folly, 
To dally, 
*T were madneſs to ſtay, 
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| When anguiſh of jealouſy lovers deplore, 
Al. This probing the wound but inflames it 
the more. 


8 UF 


Sir Lig. Snow white hand, ſoft pledge of bliſs, 
Meet my rapture in a kils. 
[Offers to kiſs her hand, Lord Plan. tops him, 
Lord Plan. Hold Sir; play the fool anon; 
But no ſuch freedoms, *till I'm gone. 
Sir Lig. Good, my Lord, abate this chafing, 
Or you'll burſt my ſides with laughing. FE 
Lord Plan. Hark you, Knight, deſiſt from grining, Þ 
Or I'll ſet your blood a ſpining. [Flirt. tops him. 
Flirt. Bleſs me, ſtars, what” s here to do! 
Put up for ſhame! | 
Sir Lig. He'll run me through. 
Flirt. Let, on me your vengeance fall, 
Fm the fatal cauſe of all. 
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CHORUS. 


Cruel love! whoſe tyrant ſway, 
All are deſtin'd to obey; 


Though ſuch tort'ring pangs you give, 
 Robb'd of thee, who'd wiſh to live, 


End of the Second Act. 


ACT 
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AC T mM. 8s C EN E I. 
An Apartment in Lord Planwell's Houſe. 
Enter Lord Planwell, Sir Britiſh, and Lady Julia. 

Lord Planodll 


Y ſtupidity amazes me; every ſentiment of 

Flirtilla's, upon cool reflection, was a con- 
firmation of her love to me. 

Sir Brit. True; and yet I am at a loſs to ac- 
count for her flattering Sir Liquoriſh, when a plain 
denial might ſilence his pretenſions. Pray, my 
Lord, have you equipp'd Roger with his uniform ? 

Lord Plan. Compleatly. 

Sir Brit. What has he diſcovered ? 

Lord Plan. Nothing relative to Sir Ligucriſb; but 
another affair, that adds to my uneaſinets : Not two 
hours paſt, ſhe loſt ſix hundred pounds to the 

Marquis at piquet. 

Sir Brit. That circumſtance has unveiled the 

myſtery ; her ſeeming tendre for Sir Liqueriſh was 
only an artifice to wheedle him out of a round ſum, 
in order to diſcharge that debt of honour, 


Enter Roger i in Regimenta!s. 


* Plau. Captain, yours. 

Rog. I was ever your aa „ and wait your 
commands. | 

Lady Jul. What an elegant bow the fellow 
makes! _ «a; 
Sir Brit, Twill do, my Lord, "twill do. 


| 1 Lord 
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Lord Plan. I have already acquainted you” with 
the buſineſs, and given you the after clauſe to the 


will. 

Rog. That, my Lord, I perfectly underſtand; 
but what kind of man is Captain Spritely ? 

Lord Plan. A gay talkative youth, impatient of 
contradiction, ſudden to paſſion, reſolute in his 
purpoſe, and ready to maintain it with his ſword. 

Rog. When is your Lordſhip to introduce me:? 

Lord Play. This evening at your Lady's. As 
you love reading, wait in my library till 18 come z 
tor I have more to ſay. 


Rog. I know my duty. [ Bows and exit. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Pleaſe your Ladyſhip, Miſs Fiirtilla waits 


in her chair. 
Lord Plan. Blockhead ! why didn't you ſhew 


her in? 


Serv. She would not come; but deſired to ſpeak 
with Lady Julia. 

Lord Plan. Stand away, fellow 

[ Puſhes him away, and exit, Servant follows. 

Lady Jul. Now for an ecclairciſement Poor 
devils I pity them both; few love- quarrels are 
made up without a painful ſtruggle between love 
and pride. 

Sir Brit. Flirtilla will make twenty ſcruples of 


coming in, becauſe it was her deſign, in coming 
out. 


Emer Lord Planwell and Flirtilla. 


Lord Plan. (Gently forcing her.) Dear miſs ! ay, 
why draw you back ? here's only Sir 8 0 and 


my ſiſter. 


Sir 
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Sir Brit. 
Lady Jul. 
Flrk. (Capitulating.) Bleſs me! what will the 


Come in, here are none but friends. 


world ſay ! —I'wil be 1 in the news papers to-mor- 
_— 


Lord Plan. (Pulling her.) File, Flirtilla ! ler me 
revall ? 

Flirt. Well, don't hale me then (Ie lets her go.) 
You'll think me a forward girl for this condeſcen- 
ſion; but the fault is really your own, 

(Sir Britiſh and Lady Julia retire.) 

Lord Plan. I fear, Flirtilla, that the violence of 
my pa- pa- p- aſſion 

Flirt. Has ma-ma- made your mu- mu- moun- 
tain bring forth a mu- mu- mouſe. Ha, ha, ha. 

Lord Plan. Tis barbarous to make a mockery 


of my concern. 


Flirt. Then change that penitential face; your 
own is a much better: And fince I have been 


thought criminal, I'll make this room the court 


of judicature, your Lordſhip Mall be judge, and 
Sir Britiſh, and Lady Julia the Jury, to give the 
verdict. 

Lord Plan. T am convinc'd already, and more 
ſorry for the cauſe than the effect. . 

Flirt. (Ha! has the Marquis been tattling!) 
(aſce.) The cauſe, my Lord, was a common one, 
Indiſcretion! which is general y attended with 
the want of money. 

Lord Plan. You might have. commanded, from 
me, twice the ſum you 1 loſt to the Marquis. 

Flirt. Your Lordſhip's moſt obliged, (Curtſy's) 
but in the ſervice of my occaſions, 1 would rather 


pay exorbitant intereſt to an indifferent perſon, 


than be troubleſome to ſo dear a friend. 

Lord Plan. That's honouring me with a title, and 
depriving me of the means to deſerve it. -On 
Fun villa] wou'd you diveſt yourſelf ot one failing. 


Ct lirt. 
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Flirt. And your Lordſhip-:-of another. 
Lord Plan. I mean. your unlimitted paſſion for 


__ | 1 
Flirt. I mean your unlimited paſſion for wenches. 


But here am I waſting my time in fruitleſs con- 


troverſy, and ſhall miſs of Sir Ziquoriſh, and the 


thouſand pounds he is to advance me: You fee, 
my Lord, what a ſelf-intereſted creature I am; but 
to that darling paſſion we are all ſlaves alike. | 


AIR XXII. : 


My part's to amuſe the old ſatyr, 
And baffle his cunning with art; 
*Tis yours to preſerve by good nature, 
The conqueſt you've made of my heart: 


If ſome venal failings attend it, 
A lover ſhou'd patient endure ; 

Example alone can amend it, 
Time only can perfect the cure. 


The ſtream in its courſe to the ocean, 
Io ſtain its fair boſom inclines; 
But left to its natural motion, 
Flows on, till itſelf it refines. [Exit 
Lord Plan. I'll to my counterfeit captain, with 


ſome further hints. I necd not tell you that you 
command my houſe. — [ Exit, 


SCENE 


NY 
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8 C E N E III. 
Sir Britiſh and Lady Julia. 


Sir Brit, Well, madam, what amendment would 
you with in your humble ſervant ? | 


Lady Jul. None in your perion z that's uUnex- 
ceptionable. 


Sir Brit. Oh, madam! _ [ Bowws. 
Lady Jul. But then your addreſs is as rugged 
as A . hewn block of marble, that wants the 


chizel of a judicious artiſt, to lofren | it into ſome 
pleaſing form. 


Sir Brit. I cannot Gb, - pie and languiſh ; 
5 ſwear I die for beauty, w 


; but ſhew me one quality in the Marquis that 
* become a Briton, and PII copy it imme- 
diately. 


Lady l. O lud! your boaſted character of a 
Briton, may recommend you to the ſenate; but 
to a woman, a mere lover is worth a hundred of 
them: give me a Leander, that would ſwim to me 


over the Helleſpont, or a Paris, chat would burn an- 
other Troy for me. 


5 A IR XXIII. 


Pleaſing tales in dear romances, 
Thrilling preſſures, am'rous glances, 
Ev'ry tender thought poſſeſs: 
Breathe out then your ſecret anguiſh, 
Softly ſigh, and ſweetly languiſh, 
Love's no love but in exceſs. [ Exit, 
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SCENE N 


Sir Britiſh alone. 


Sir Brit. Pretty conditions theſe for a man of 
my oppoſite humour! Yer, ſpite of her airy flights 
Pl till purſue her; 'tis evident that I muſt either 
play into her romantic follies, or laugh her out of 
them — I am totally unqualified for the former, 
and therefore the latter mult be my plan. 


SAGE ea ra eine Wr N . . ” er 4 
© oe ED gk ; e SD ee 
5 „ . 2 . 1 — 
8 „ hare OI 26 (= „ . pores ESL 7 . ' 
COPE Peet ee Ws eee 


I e En 


"OT ENT 
55 . 
38 N 


i111 dpd t oor 
R 8 e . 
e FAN HR a RS RE FA IE on 


8 
* 


NIR XXIV; 


In women, as in gardens fair, 

But weed the grateful ſoil; | 

The bloſſom, virtue, will appear, ; | 

To crown the gen'rous toil : | s 

And when the charms of Flora yield, a 

To time their rich perfume; EK 

Bright virtue then will brave the field, | 

In never fading bloom. | LExit. i 

SCENE V. A Garden to Flirtilla's Houſe. | 

Enter Slouch and Maukin. | 
[Se turns her back, and eats an apple. 

Slou. Odiwounds ! am I ſuch a fraight, that you L 
turn your back upon me! Pr'ythee, why ſo ſcorn- 
ful ? 185 | 5 J 

Mauk.. Becauſe I like ſomebody better, and 
that's reaſon enough. | 

Sou. Yes, faith; *tis a bitter good one. 

Mauk. {turns about] I can't help that=l love ! 


to {peak my maind. 
4 RY - Slou. 
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Slou. But you was of another maind before Roger 
came here: To be zure he's a greater beau than 
ai; but what then? Pl] whet a naife, lay a cloth, 
or pinch a nopkin with'n for his head and ears. 

Mau. A good ſarvant may maake a queer zort 
of a lover. You are ſuch a clumzy aukward 
creature. | | : 

Sou. Wounds, look again----I'm as ſtout a well 
timber'd fellow of my inches as Roger; a good 
road horſe will out- travel a manag'd one; but rot 
it, this capering fellow has poſſeſs'd you----what 
the devil can he have done to you, that has turn'd 
your maind the wrong ſide outward ? 

Maul. If you muſt know, I'Il tell you——he 
has made love to me, and I have taken a fancy to 
him, and, if he'l] have me, I'll marry him before 
all the men I ever ſaw, ſo I will. 8 

Slou. Marry him! ha, ha, ha! Pr'ythee, Maukin 
don't knock your head againſt that poſt; I dare 


ſay Roger has been ſworn at Highgate, and will 


never marry the houſe-maid, when he can have 


the chamber-maid. 7 
Mau. Well, if he won't have me, you'll be 


never the near; ſo chaw that. 


Sou. Ai never chaw what I can't ſwallow. Blood, 


thou art as ungrateful as a ſquirrel, that boites dne 


for giving it nuts. | 
Maul. Becauſe your nuts are not worth cracking. 
Slou. You thought otherwiſe, when you virſt 


came to London, and got our laundreſs to let you 


bring home the linen. Didn't you aſk me to get 
you a place, and didn't ai recommend you to my 

Lady? 5 | | 
Mauk, So you did, and Pm oblig'd to you; 
but I can't remember that I ever diſgraac'd your 
recommendation : I am neither whore nor thief, 
and as to my fancying Roger, he's a man for any 
| | E EE 
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girl to laike; beſide, he likes me, and that's 


enough, Mr. Slouch. 
Slow. Then he's a baaſe fellow to Madam Pinup, 


and you are a little paltry ungrateful puls to me. 


AIR XXV. 


Women, like creditors baſe, 
Spread out a cloſe woven net; 
And run with a promiſing face, 
A world of love in our debt. 
1 Smile, fawn, lie, 
. their honour and e 
Then ſhy, fly, 
n to ſee how we're bit. 
Plague on your counterfeit innocence, 
Prim double face, and mock modeſty; 
Worn but to cover your impudence, 
Sureſt art to deceive. 
Make other blockheads your martyrs, 
For I'll come no more to your quarters, 
The devil provide you with garters. 
To hang, without a reprieve, [ Ex#.. 


SCEN NE VI 


2 


_ Enter 8 8 


Pin. Pr'ythee Maukin, what makes you :dling 
aur ame here? _ | 
Mauk. Lord, you needn't be fo ſmart I have 
been doing no harm----and would tell you what, if 
I thought you my friend. 
Pin. I was greatly ſo, *till you try'd to 1 
ſweet- heart from me. 


Malt. Tour ſweet-heart! ſince when, I pray? 
2 Pin. 
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Pin. Long before I came to London, he courted 

me, and we were promis'd to each other; but his 

engagement to wait on Lord Plarnwell in his tra- 
vels, delay'd the match *till his return. 

Mauk, If that's the caſe, Roger is no honeſt 
man, in ſaying what he did to me, and I aſſure 
you, Mrs. Pinup, I am forry J gave him encou- 
ragement ; he's a likely man to be fure, as ever 
trod upon ſhoe of leather, and I heartily wiſh you 
joy of him; but ſince he is deceitful, he's no man 
for me. 

Pin. Spoken like a good girl, ——Now tell me 
what Slouch ſaid to you x 

Mauck. He ſaid all he cou'd to get my favour ; 
but I ſhew'd him no countenance ; then he bounc'd 
and hector'd, and call'd me naames; 20 ai zent'n 
away with a flea In his ca. ; 

Pin. I am ſorry for it: The poor fellow js far 
from ugly; what is it you diſlike ſo in him? 


Mau. Nothing, for the matter o that; only al 


laike Roger better. 
Pin. Thou art a downright honeſt wench, and, 


if you'll follow my counſe], you ſha'n't repent it. 

Maik. I was always willing to learn, and may 

be led to any-thing by good nature what have 
you to propoſe ? 
Pin. Nothing, but for your good. Conſider, 
child; though there are more places than pariſh 
churches, yet ſervice is no inheritance, ſnou'd ſick- 
neſs happen, this fellow has ſav'd money to pay 
the apothecary, and, when age comes, an honeſt 
yoke- fellow is an old woman's crutch. 

Mauk. You are a perſon of ſenile, Mrs. Pinup, 
'and ſhall ſoon be convinc'd that I am no tool, tor 
I'll take your advice. 

Pin, That's my beſt girl, and ron find your 
ACCOynt in it---- Now I am your friend for ever. 


E $ | Maul. 
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Mauk. Im very proud, Madam, to hear you 
ſay ſo; and now my mind's at eaſe, can go chear- 
fully to my work, bs 


AIR XXVI. 


Since Roper, in you, flights the heart he has won, 
And thinks on his vow, as a breath that is gone 
Shou'd wedlock confine him, he'll ſhift from the 
bands, - 7 
The. eel, tho? you gripe it, will flip thro*' your 
| A 
Again ſhou'd he preſs me ſome kindneſs to ſhow, 
Fil give myſelt airs, turn my back; and fay---no. 

No fellow, no, | 
As you came, you may go, 
You may go, you may go,----as you came, you 
may go. 3% 5 
But, ſhow'd my true lover intreat for a kiſs, 
I'll, like a good girl, turn my face, and ſay---yes, 
des, my lore, yeh. | 
You are welcome to kiſs ; 

You are welcome, you are welcome, you are 

| welcome to kiſs. Exit. 
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SCENE vn. 
Pinu p alone. 


Pin. Tho? country girls have ſeldom the advan- 
tage of a good education, yet from old ſongs and 
proverbs, they form compariſons, that are of the 
utmoſt conſequence to their conduct. Now, from 
this wench's prudent reflections -- ſhou'd I be 
afraid to venture upon Roger; but that I know. 
all men of ſharp wit and high ſpirits are as flighty 

as he, and yet to be tam'd by kindneſs from thole 
_—_—__ ul 


AIR 
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i - AI xv = | 
Tho? oft' the cock in farmer's yard, | 
F To ev'ry ſhe will rove; MN 
1 It only heightens his regard, 9 
I To th' object of his love: 1 
= With joy he peck's the yellow grain, | | 
b : To give his fav'rite hen i 


And quits the others with diſdain, _ | 
To cher iſh her again. 8 [ Exit, j 


SCENE VIII. 4 Par 
Enter Flirtilla and Lady Julia. 


Flir. {With a letter.] His Lordſhip writes that 
he and Sir Britiſb have laid a plan for the ſpeedy 
recovery of my fortune, and, for that purpoſe, 
deſires to introduce my new ſervant, who is to 
perſonate Captain Spritely, 

Lady Jul. Which he'll do to a miracle. But 
who is Captain Sprizely, for that's yet a ſecret to me? 


fortunate family, for whom my father procur'd a 
lieutenancy. x 

Lady Jul. J heartily wiſh the defir'd ſucceſs. _ 

Flir. I am perfectly convinc'd of your Lady- 
ſhip's ſincerity: But now to your own concerns, 
you can't conceive, my dear, the ſatisfaction I feel 
in your new-born love to Sir Britih ; indeed, 
child, the Marquis has play'd you falſe. 

Lady Jul. If I cou'd only lead Sir Britiſb's manner 
of addreſs into the tender and pathetic, La Finefſe's | 
falſhood wou'd be a matter of indifference. _ of 
 #Flir, J am glad to hear that, for this letter will | 
ſufficiently prove his unworthineſs. [Gives the letter. 
E 4 Lord 
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Lady Jul. [Reads] © If divine Firtila will di 
< evening before card play, retire to her e 
„ and fix vid me an appointment to drink tea at Mrs, 
« Gauze's the milliner, whoſe addreſs I will give 
“her, [o, Flirtilla] ſhe, I ſuppoſe, is one of 
thoſe prudent houſe-keepers, who, to make their 
rent eaſy, let their firſt floors to private rendezvous. 


Flir. In plainer terms, a procurefs----but go on. 
Lady Jul. | Reads on]! Dis tendre obligation 


"66 ſhalldiſcharge de fix hundred pound debt of onor, 


<6 and baind in eternal chains, 
Your ever nt. 
La Fineſſe.” 


Flir. There, my dear, what think you now ? 

Lady Jul. Tis fo audacious an inſult on you, 
that I think you are bound in honour to, refent it. 

Flir. I dare not make a ſerious buſineſs of it, 
with my Lord, for fear of engaging him in a 
duel; ſo have determined, with the temper of a 
philoſopher, to pay him the ſix hundred pounds, 
banter him ſmartly for his ignorance and impu- 
dence, and then, forbid his viſits for the fu- 
ture. | 

Lady Jul. I am glad you correc his folly with 
this non-chalance of temper. 

Flir. Why really, my dear, that's owing to a 
conviction, that at certain intervals, the witeſt are 
as 2 tools as ne. 


AIR XXVIII. 


The youth, who from woman has ſuffer'd diſdain, 

And ſpite of averſion, will court her again, 

May boaſt that his actions are guided by rule, 
But flatters himſelf; for ſhe knows him---a fool. 


While 
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While partial eonccit dims the ſight of our eyes, 
Wie neer can aſpire to the title of wile; 
And ſpite of experience, that maſterly ſchool, 
Each mortal is--- ſometime or other---a fool. 


Emer Sir Liquoriſh. 
Sir Fs Now Flirty,” I have done the job: Here 


are the dear tranſparent papers-----Sce the pins holes 
in the ſums, to prevent t alteration——A thouſand 
pounds, payabie at light by the Bank of 1 -== 
A miat of money, as times go. 

Flir. That's my beſt Guardy,---let me have them, 
let me hold 'em. 

Sir Lig To have and to hold, is certainly a term 


in law: now, if I give you the notes, you will both 
have 1 hold; — but what am 1 to have and hold 


in return? 

Flir. A proper bee My ſtars ! what 
a ſilly ſcruple is here! Is all your pretended love 
come to this? 

Sir Lig. Les, you little cockatrice; 1 am prudent 
—iſcreet, wiſe. - My lervant, not an hour 
ago, ſaw your chair at Lord Plantvell's door. 
I tuſpe&t, Flirtilla, ] ſuſpect. 

Flir. A fig for your ſuſpicion. 


Will you 


advance the money ? 


Sir Lig. Not a ſtiver; unleſs you firſt ſign a bond, 
in fifty thouſand pounds penalty, that you will marry 


me within three days from the date hereof. 


Flir. O mercy !-----how ſhall I contain my rage! 
Let me, if poſſible, keep down this riſing 
choler. (4% aft, le.) Pray, Sir, is any ſuch condition 


mentioned in my father's will? 
Sir Lig. Perhaps not; but you'll find it in mine. 
Lady Jul. Fye, Sir Liquerijh | this arbitrary pro- 


ceeding is tyrannical. 


Sir 
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Sir Lig. Tyrannical! ha, ha, ha !---Pray, Madam, 
what right have you to interfere in my cancerns ? 
Lady Jul. An undoubted one, where my friend 


ts wronged. 
Str Lig. "Twill avail you little; for I am deter- 
mined. | 
Flir. Then, Sir, I preſume to tell you, that you | 


Sir Lig. What? come, out with it. 
Flir. A wicked old man. 

Sir Lig. Is that all? 

Flir. A truſt- breaker. 

Sir Lig. So? 

Flir. An orphan- robber. 


— 
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Sir Lig. Ha! miſtreſs impertinence ! | E 
Flir. Nay, ſince you provoke me---A villain. 3 
[Walks diſcompos'd. E 

Sir Lig. Very well, Miſs Pert; you may repent this, b 
Flir, No matter. [Snappifh, 1 yet careleſs. 1 
Enter a Servant. 3 


Serv. Madam, Lord Planwell, Sir Britiſh, and a 
ſtranger. [ Exit, 
3 N E IX. 


Enter Lord Planwell, Sir Britiſh ; and Roger 


in Regimentals. 


Lord Plan. Madam, your ſervant. ( to Flirtilla ) 


You ſeem diſcompos'd? 
Flir. My Lord, I am fo. 
Sir Lig. He here again. 
[Loos at Lord Planwell, and forugs bis ſhoulders. 


Lord Planwell takes Roger by the hand, and leads 
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bim to Plirtilla. N 

Lots Plan. Give me leave, Miſs, to 8 a 

valuable old acquaintance— Captain Spritely. ö 
| [Roger bows, 
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notice it? | 
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Flir. The Gentleman is welcome. [Curt/ys. 


Sir Lig. Captain Spritcly! O the devil, if this 
ſhould be my wite's brother, I ſhall wiſh myſelf 


| blind; for he's the witneſs to the afcer-clauſe. [ A Ade. 


During ibis, ceremonies paſs between Roger 
and Plirtilla. | 
Lord Plan. For heaven's ſake, Flirtilla, what's 
the matter. | ü 
Sir Lig. No trifle, my Lord; Miſs wants a thou- 
ſand pounds. - | : 
Rog. Hark you, Sir, I don't know you, and am 
glad of it; for I think you very indelicate to open 
ſuch an affair before a ſtranger. 
Sir Lig. Pray, Sir, what authority have you to 


Rog. That of good manners. --- Take care, old 


Gentleman, you don't forteit yours, leſt I ſhould give 


up mine.---Your pardon, Lady, for this liberty. 

Flir. Since the Knight has ſo politely mentioned 
my occaſion for that ſum, I deſite he'll tell his 
reaſon for refuſing to advance it, 

Sir Brit. That he ought to do. 

Rog. I inſiſt on it, 

Sir Lig. Then the caſe is this-----Here is the 
money in bank-notes, which are hers immediately 
after the execution of this bond. 

Lord Plan. What bond, Flirtilla ? - 


Flir. Only in fifty thouſand pounds penalty for 


my marrying him in three days. 


Roz, Marrying him? [All laugh but Sir Liquoriſh. 
Sir. Lig. Why nat, eE —7 | 
Reg. Becauſe *tis againſt the Lady's inclination, 

by whoſe father's intereſt, I hold an honourable 


commiſſion under the King.----Blood, Sir ! before 
ſuch a delicate young fawn ſhould be ſacrific'd to a 


tough old buck, I'd flap a pair of ſlugs into your 
pericranium, and ſel] your hide to a tanner. 
| LAl laugh but Sir Liquoriſh. 
Z 


60 The Guardian Out-witted. 


Lord Plan. {C:imes forward.) Pray, Sir, have 
not you, by the will of this Lady's father, ſeventy 
thouſand pounds of hers in your truſt ? . 

Sir Lig. Not 8 e 'till the age of twenty-one 
tis four years to that, and then, your Lordſhip 
knows, there's ſuch a thing as a ſuit in Chancery. 

Rog. Hark you, old Trikſter; I ſwear by my 
ſhoulder-knot, ihe ſhall have every ſhilling on the 
day of marriage with this Peer of Great- Britain. 

Sir Lig. Ha! now I ſce the drift; but ] can face 
it out, for the after-clauſe n in my own poſ- 
ſeſſion. [A ldde. 

Neog. Well, old Grim- beard, what do you lay to 
that? 

Sir Lig. I ſay, tis all ad lomantade. | 

Rog. Khodomancade in your tceth ; 'tis a ſquib, 
a cracker, a niere flaſh in tne pan; by the ghoſts of 
Hannibal! and Scipio, is coulin-german to a lie; 
and did Wor is Lady's houſe protect you, I'd pin 

you to the wall for it. (Shews the CEPY of the clauje, ) 
Here, old Touch-wood, out with your barnacles, 
and look at this. 

[Gives it him, and Sir Liquoriſh takes out bis 

Ppectacles, and reads. 

Lady 7al. What a notable hector! (To Sir Brit. 

Flir. He acts it to admiration. [To Lord Plan. 

Sir Lig. Confuſion! a true copy of Sir William's 
after · clauſe; and my wite's hand- writing O the 
Jezebel!---thank heaven, ſhe's dead. 

Reg. Well, you old Prig, what do you think 
now? is this rhodomantade?” | 
Sit Eig. 1 fay, tis a trumpt- up thing, a coun» 

„ 

Rog. Such another word, and I'll lit your wind- 
pipe. Is not my honourable name as a witnels ? 

Sir Brit. Hear me, Knight, there is no arguing 
againſt facts; this writing (as the Captain will 
prove i it a true copy) 18 valid in law; beſides, he is 
your 
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our wife's brother, and ready to join evidence with 
this letter, of her being now alive in Hain. 
[ Taxes out the letter. 

Sir Lig. My wife living! ——then all my hopes 
of Flirtilla are dead. — Brother, I aſk ten thouſand 
pardons. [Goes to embrace. 

Rog. Very well, Sir; but no bugging, till I fee 
the iffue of this buſineſs. 

Lord Plan. Sir Liquoriſþ ! fince the ſurvival of 
your Lady excludes every proſpect of your marry- 
ing Flirtilla, let me recommend an amicable accom- 
modation of this affair. | 

Rog. By the blood of the Spritely's, he ſhall ac- 
commodate it, or- 

Lord Plan. Dear Captain, g govern your paſtion. --- 
His heart ſeems to relent,----- 1 read compliance in 
his 100ks. .. 

Sir Lig. I am vanquiſhed----but *tis a hard caſe, 
to ſee my ſpringing hopes blaited by ſo black a 
ſtorm. (HMipes his eyes. 

Sir Brit. Come, Knight, 'tis never too late to 
be juſt. | 

Sir Lig. That's true, Sir Britiſh, 49 4 therefore 
T acknowledge mylelt to be in poſſeſſion of the 
original after-clauſe, and as earnett that my ſweet 
Chargy ſhall receive her portion on the day of mar- 
riage with this noble peer, I here advance the thou- 
ſand pounds I promis'd. [ Grves Flirtilla 2he notes. 

Tlir. Now you are my real guardian, and fa- 
ther's honour'd friend. | 

Rog. Brother, forgive you let me embrace 
you. (Embrace. 

Lady Jul. Sir, my heart partakes the ſweet ef- 
fects of your generoſity. 


Sir Brit. Knight, your hand; (takes Ling) by 


the Britiſh arms, this reformation does you ho- 


nour. 
Lord Plan. And binds me ever to your ſervice. 
DUET TO. 
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| DUETT oO. 
Lord Planwell and Sir Britiſh. = 4 


Ceaſe, long znjur'd fair to languiſh, 
Let calm peace thy boſom hill, 


Through the thorny gate of anguiſh, 
Lovers climb true pleafure's hill. 


Enter a Servant. | 1 
Srv. The Marquis dela nd. (Eur. | 
Enter la Fineſſe, | 


Flir. (To Fineſſe,) Sir, your moſt obedient. 

(Curtſy's.) This is ſo ſignal an honour | 
( (Turns to Lady Julia with an ironical ſucer.) 

Fin. Madame! (Bows reſpetifully,) 

Rog. (Obſerving him.) Ay, *tis he----my blood 
boils at his afſurance-----(goes to him.) So, maſter 
Brenger ! for that's your real name, what wind 
blew you to this quarter ? 

Fin. Le diable! Sar, me no ava de onor to know 
you. 

Ne. Then Ill refreſh your memory, you can- 
not ſurely forget when in Florence, 1 had the honour 
kick you down ſtairs. 

4 Ha, ha, ha | 

Fin. By gar, me betray'd and ruin'd for ever. 

Hir. For heaven's ſake, Captain, explain this 
matter ? 

Rog. Nay, he only cheated me of ſixty ducats 
at piquet; when IJ, ſuſpecting a fraud, collar'd 
him, and ſearched his pockets, where I found cards 

to make point, quint, and quatorze, and two paar 
of loaded dice. 

Lord Plan. Ha, ha, ha 
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Sir Brit. This anſwers my ſuſpicion. 

Rog. He is neither Marquis nor Frenchman, but 

a ſharping Swiſs, that fled his own country to eſ- 
cape an halter, 

Fin. Pray, monſieur le Capitan, vat evidence 
ava you for dis ? 

Rog. That Pll produce immediately. [ Exit, 

Ilir. Now my ſtrange run of fortune at picquet 
is no longer a myſtery. 


Re-enter Roger with Sneider. 


Rog. Here, look on the priſoner at the bar. 

En. Ha! my valet in de plot! Den *tis in vain 
to ſhuffle, Me plead guilty, and ombly aſka de 
pardon of dis onorable company. 

Rog. That alone can keep my {word in the ſcab- 
| bard.----Now, at the hazard of a ſlit noſe for the 
leaſt quibble, did not you, by falſe cards, win the 
ſix hundred pounds of this Lady? | 

Fin, Sparea me de further confuſion, me ombly 
takea my leave, and in tree days promiſe to quit 

dis kingdom for ever. ¶ Bows ſubmiſſively and Exit. 
Flir. Monſieur le valet, you may retire. 

Rog. Thou artan honeſt fellow, and PII be an 
advocate for your encouragement. 

Snei, Me very much oblig'd. [Bos and Exit. 

Flir. My Lord, this ſharper, like a dext*rous oc- 
culiſt, has pane the films, that obſtructed the 
ſight of my folly; I therefore abjure every faſhion- 
able error that is inconſiſtent with the character of 
a good wife; happy that my true affection to 
your Lordſhip has prevented my paſt flights from 
tending to a more fatal e 
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ATR. -XXIX. 


Silly maids, whoſe wanton fancies; 
Led thro' Cupid's giddy dances; 
Circle {till the fairy-round, | 
Where the young and gay are found; 
Leave tir alluring ſcene of pleaſure, 
Ev'ry joy by prudence meaſure ; 
Who, for bliſs; abroad wou'd roam, 
When 'tis ſureſt found at home! 


Rattling beaux, and ſmarts deſpiſing, 
Calm content and wiſdom prizing; 
Free from buz of gilded flies, 

Scandal baſe, and tattling lies; 

Bleis the youth, whole vow ſincere, 
Softly charms th' attentive ear; 

Mutual love and conſtancy, 


All the ſtorms of fate defy. 


Lord Plan. My lovely convert, your bright ex- 
amole ſhall be the pleaſing ſubject of my imitation. 
Sir Brit. (To 5 Jul: a.) It rough honeſty ap- 

ear too indelicate 

Lady Jul. True honeſty, like true religion, 15 
Loh by its ſimplicity, away then romantic ideas; 
welcome now truth and plain dealing, 

Sir Britiſh takes her hand. 

Lord Plan. F or my ſhare of this general cot- 
tent, I am much indebted to Roger. 

Sir Lig. Roger !----who the devil is he? 

Rog. Only captain Spriteh, whoſe commiſſion, of 
an hour's date, and expiring an hour hence, will 


ſink him again into mils Flirtilla's footman. 
All. Ha, ha, ha! 


Sir 
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Sir Lig. (Brandiſbing his crutch flick.) Let me 


come at him. A bully! a hector 1.—— 4 double-. 


faced varlet! Uh! 
Flir. I hope my deareſt Guardy i is not angry? 
Sir Lig. Les, but I am, bloody angry to be 
cheated - gull'd - impoſed on. 
Rog. And yet, Sir Liquoriſb, but for this trick, 


our conſcience, like a foul gun in the diſcharge of 


it, would have given you many a ſevere ſhock. 
Sir Lig. By Gcorge, that's true the rogue 1s 
clever, true to his truſt, and play'd his part to a 
miracle.----Sirrah, I forgive you. 


Flir. Pr'ythec, Roger, think of ſome gratuity, 


within his Lordſhip's, or my power, in recompence 
tor ſo ſignal a ſervice. 

Rog. Your Ladylhip has a pretty chambermaid, 
called Dolly Pinup, who. has no averſion to your 
humble ſervant : Your Lordſhip has beſides, in 
Berkſhire, a neat little farm untenanted, within three- 
ſcore yards of my father's. Now, your Ladyſhip's 
_ conſent to my marriage with Doll, and your Lord- 

ſhip's grant of that farm, would make us com- 


pletely happy. 
Flir. On your promile to ſet her a good example, 


ſhe ſhall not come portionleſs to you. 

Lord Plan. And, for a pepper-corn rent, I'll 
make over the fee- ſimple of that farm, with forty 
acres adjoining, to you and your heirs for ever. 


Rog. Peace, love; and every laſting — at - 


tend my good Lord and Lady. 


An 


E 
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An EpITHALAM IVM. 


Lord Plan. Come Hymen, come, of Venus born, 
In ſaffron robe bedight ; 
With taper clear our rights adorn, 
And hearts with hands unite. 


Sir Brit. Come Bacchus; but in remp'rate fit, 
Produce thy honeſt face; 
Bring wine, and mirth, and joke, and wit, 
This feſtive night to Srace. 2 


Lady Jul. Deſcend ſweet peace, in ſnow white veſt, 
With branch of olive green; 
With us reſide, and be confeſs'd, 
Of ev'ry heart the queen. 


Flir. Come, roſy boy, fair Venus' ſon, 
e With all thy lovely train; 
The ſand of time, ſhall ceaſe to run, 
Ere I diſpute thy reign, 


CHORUS. 


The feeble knot of hymen parts, 
By ſordid wretches ty'd; 
But that which binds two faithful hearts, 
Death only can W 


1 * 1 * 


